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PREFACE 


In submitting to tbe English-speaking public this 
second volume of M. Zola’s trilogy Lourdes, Eome, 
Paris,” I have no prefatory remarks to offer on behalf 
of the author, whose views on Eome, its past, present, 
and future, will be found fully expounded in the fol- 
lowing pages. That a book of this character will, like 
its forerunner Lourdes,” provoke considerable con- 
troversy is certain, but comment or rejoinder may 
well be postponed until that controversy has arisen. 
At present then I only desire to say, that in spite of 
the great labour which I have bestowed on this trans- 
lation, I am sensible of its shortcomings, and in a 
work of such length, such intricacy, and such a wide 
range of subject, it will not be surprising if some slips 
are discovered. Any errors which may be pointed 
out to me, however, shall be rectified in subsequent 
editions. I have given, I think, the whole essence of 
M. Zola’s text; but he himself has admitted to me 
that he has now and again allowed his pen to run 
away with him, and thus whilst sacrificing nothing of 
his sense I have at times abbreviated his phraseology 
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so as slightly to condense the book. I may add that 
there are no chapter headings in the original, and that 
the circumstances under which the translation was 
made did not permit me to supply any whilst it was 
passing through the press ; however, as some indica- 
tion of the contents of the book — which treats of 
many more things than are usually found in novels — 
may be a convenience to the reader, I have prepared a 
table briefly epitomising the chief features of each 
successive chapter. 

E. A. V. 

Meeton, Sueeey, England, 

April, 1896. 
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ROME 


I 

The train had been greatly delayed during the night 
between Pisa and Civita Yecchia, and it was close 
upon nine o’clock in the morning when, after a fatigu- 
ing journey of twenty-five hours’ duration, Abbe Pierre 
Proment at last reached Eome. He had brought only 
a valise with him, and, springing hastily out of the 
railway carriage amidst the scramble of the arrival, 
he brushed the eager porters aside, intent on carrying 
his trifling luggage himself, so anxious was he to reach 
his destination, to be alone, and look around him. 
And almost immediately, on the Piazza dei Cinque- 
cento, in front of the railway station, he climbed into 
one of the small open cabs ranged alongside the foot- 
walk, and placed the valise near him after giving the 
driver this address : 

Via Giulia, Palazzo Boccanera.” ^ 

It was a Monday, the 3rd of September, a beautifully 
bright and mild morning, with a clear sky overhead. 
The cabby, a plump little man with sparkling eyes 
and white teeth, smiled on realising by Pierre’s accent 
that he had to deal with a Prench priest. Then he 

1 Boccanera mansion, Julia Street. 
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whipped up his lean horse, and the vehicle started off 
at the rapid pace customary to the clean and cheerful 
cabs of Eome. However, on reaching the Piazza delle 
Terme, after skirting the greenery of a little public 
garden, the man turned round, still smiling, and point- 
ing to some ruins with his whip, 

The baths of Diocletian, said he in broken Prench,' 
like an obliging driver who is anxious to court favour 
with foreigners in order to secure their custom. 

Then, at a fast trot, the vehicle descended the rapid 
slope of the Via Nazionale, which dips down from the 
summit of the Viminalis,^ where the railway station is 
situated. And from that moment the driver scarcely 
ceased turning round and pointing at the monuments 
with his whip. In this broad new thoroughfare there 
were only buildings of recent erection. Still, the 
wave of the cabman’s whip became more pronounced 
and his voice rose to a higher key, with a somewhat 
ironical inflection, when he gave the name of a huge 
and still chalky pile on his left, a gigantic erection 
of stone, overladen with sculptured work — pediments 
and statues. 

The national Bank I ” he said. ■ 

Pierre, however, during the week which had followed 
his resolve to make the journey, had spent wellnigh 
every day in studying Roman topography in maps and 
books. Thus he could have directed his steps to any 
given spot without inquiring his way, and he antici- 

1 One of the seven hills on which Kome is built. The other six 
are the Capitoline, Aventine, Quirinal, Esquiliue, Ccelian, and Pala- 
tine. These names will perforce frequently occur in the present 
narrative. 
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pated most of the driver’s explanations. At tKe same 
time lie was disconcerted by tbe sudden slopes^ the 
perpetually recurring Mlls^ on which, certain districts 
rose, house above house, in terrace fashion. On his 
right-hand clumps of greenery were now climbing a 
height, and above them stretched a long bare yellow 
building of barrack or convent-like aspect. 

The Quirinal, the King’s palace,” said the driver. 

Lower down, as the cab turned across a triangular 
square, Pierre, on raising his eyes, was delighted to 
perceive a sort of aerial garden high above him — a 
garden which was upheld by a lofty smooth wall, and 
whence the elegant and vigorous silhouette of a parasol 
pine, many centuries old, rose aloft into the limpid 
heavens. At this sight he realised all the pride and 
grace of Eome. 

The Villa Aldobrandini,” the cabman called. 

Then, yet lower down, there came a fleeting vision 
which decisively impassioned Pierre. The street 
again made a sudden bend, and in one corner, beyond 
a short dim alley, there was a blazing gap of light. 
On a lower level appeared a white square, a well of 
sunshine, filled with a blinding golden dust; and 
amidst all that morning glory there arose a gigantic 
marble column, gilt from base to summit on the side 
which the sun in rising had laved with its beams for 
wellnigh eighteen hundred years. And Pierre was 
surprised when the cabman told him the name of the 
column, for in his mind he had never pictured it soar- 
ing aloft in such a dazzling cavity with shadows all 
around. It was the column of Trajan. 

The Via Nazionale turned for the last time at the 
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foot of tlie slope. And then other names, fell hastily 
from the driver’s lips as his horse went on at a fast 
trot. There was the Palazzo Colonna, with its garden 
edged by meagre cypresses; the Palazzo Torlonia, 
almost ripped open by recent ^^improvements”; the 
Palazzo di Venezia, bare and fearsome, with its cren- 
elated walls, its stern and tragic appearance, that of 
some fortress of the middle ages, forgotten there 
amidst the commonplace life of nowadays. Pierre’s 
surprise increased at the unexpected aspect which cer- 
tain buildings and streets presented ; and the keenest 
blow of all was dealt him when the cabman with his 
whip triumphantly called his attention to the Corso, 
a long narrow thoroughfare, about as broad as Pleet 
Street,^ white with sunshine on the left, and black 
with shadows on the right, whilst at the far end the 
Piazza del Popolo (the Square of the People) showed 
like a bright star. Was this, then, the heart of the 
city, the vaunted promenade, the street brimful of 
life, whither flowed all the blood of Pome ? 

However, the cab was already entering the Corso 
Vittorio Emanuele, which follows the Via Hazionale, 
these being the two piercings effected right across the 
olden city from the railway station to the bridge of 
St’. Angelo. On the left-hand the rounded apsis of 
the G-esu church looked quite golden in the morning 
brightness. Then, between the church and the heavy 
Altieri palace which the ‘^improvers” had not dared to 
demolish, the street became narrower, and one entered 

1 M. Zola likens the Corso to the Eue St. Honors in Paris, hut I 
have thought that an English comparison would he preferable in 
the present version. — Trans. 
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into cold, damp shade. But a moment afterwards, 
before the facade of the Gesh, when the square was 
reached, the sun again appeared, dazzling, throwing 
golden sheets of light around ; whilst afar off at the 
end of the Via di Ara Coeli, steeped in shadow, a 
glimpse could be caught of some sunlit palm-trees. 

That’s the Capitol yonder,” said the cabman. 

The priest hastily leant to the left, but only espied 
the patch of greenery at the end of the dim corridor- 
like street. The sudden alternations of warm light 
and cold shade made him shiver. In front of the 
Palazzo di Venezia, and in front of the Gesu, it had 
seemed to him as if all the night of ancient times 
were falling icily upon his shoulders; but at each 
fresh square, each broadening of the new thorough- 
fares, there came a return to light, to the pleasant 
warmth and gaiety of life. The yellow sunfiashes, in 
falling from the house fronts, sharply outlined the 
violescent shadows. Strips of sky, very blue and 
very benign, could be perceived between the roofs. 
And it seemed to Pierre that the air he breathed had 
a particular savour, which he could not yet quite de- 
fine, but it was like that of fruit, and increased the 
feverishness which had possessed him ever since his 
arrival. 

The Corso Vittorio Emanuele is, in spite of its ir- 
regularity, a very fine modern thoroughfare ; and for 
a time Pierre might have fancied himself in any great 
city full of huge houses let out in flats. But when 
he passed before the Cancelleria,^ Bramante’s master- 
piece, the typical monument of the Roman Renas- 
1 Formerly the residence of the Papal Vice-Chancellors. 
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cence, Ms astonislimeiit came back to Mm and Ms 
mind returned to the mansions whicb be bad previ- 
ously espied, those bare, huge, heavy edifices, those 
vast cubes of stone-work resembling hospitals or pris- 
ons. ISTever would he have imagined that the famous 
Eoman palaces were like that, destitute of all grace 
and fancy and external magnificence. However, they 
were considered very fine and must be so ; he would 
doubtless end by understanding things, but for that 
he would require reflection.^ 

All at once the cab turned out of the populous Corso 
Vittorio Emanuele into a succession of winding alleys, 
through which it had difficulty in making its way. 
Quietude and solitude now came back again ; the olden 
city, cold and somniferous, followed the new city with 
its bright sunshine and its crowds. Pierre remembered 
the maps which he had consulted, and realised that he 
was drawing near to the Via Giulia, and thereupon his 
curiosity, which had been steadily increasing, aug- 
mented to such a point that he suffered from it, full of 
despair at not seeing more and learning more at once. 
In the feverish state in which he had found himself 
ever since leaving the station, his astonishment at not 
finding things such as he had expected, the many 
shocks that his imagination had received, aggravated 
Ms passion beyond endurance, and brought him an 
acute desire to satisfy himself immediately. Hine 
o^clock had struck but a few minutes previously, he 
had the whole morning before Mm to repair to the 
Boccanera palace, so why should he not at once drive 

1 It is as well to point out at once that a palazzo is not a palace 
as we understand the term, hut rather a mansion. — Trans. 
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to the classic spot, the summit wheuce one perceives 
the whole of Rome spread out upon her seven hills ? 
And when once this thought had entered into his mind 
it tortured him until he was at last compelled to yield 
to it. 

The driver no longer turned his head, so that Pierre 
rose up to give him this new address : ^^To San Pietro 
in Montorio ! 

On hearing him the man at first looked astonished, 
unable to understand. He indicated with his whip 
that San Pietro was yonder, far away. However, as 
the priest insisted, he again smiled complacently, with 
a friendly nod of his head. All right ! Por his own 
part he was quite willing. 

The horse then went on at a more rapid pace through 
the maze of narrow streets. One of these was pent 
between high walls, and the daylight descended into 
it as into a deep trench. But at the end came a sud- 
den return to light, and the Tiber was crossed by the 
antique bridge of Sixtus IV, right and left of which 
stretched the new quays, amidst the ravages and fresh 
plaster-work of recent erections. On the other side of 
the river the Trastevere district also was ripped open, 
and the vehicle ascended the slope of the J aniculum 
by a broad thoroughfare where large slabs bore the 
name of Garibaldi. Por the last time the driver made 
a gesture of good-natured pride as he named this 
triumphal route. 

^^^a Garibaldi!'' 

The horse had been obliged to slacken its pace, and 
Pierre, mastered by childish impatience, turned round 
to look at the city as by degrees it spread out and re- 
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vealed itself behind him. The ascent was a long one ; 
fresh districts were ever rising up, even to the most 
distant hills. Then, in the increasing emotion which 
made his heart beat, the young priest felt that he was 
spoiling the contentment of his desire by thus gradu- 
ally satisfying it, slowly and but partially effecting his 
con(3^uest of the horizon. He wished to receive the 
shock full in the face, to behold all Home at one 
glance, to gather the holy city together, and embrace 
the whole of it at one grasp. And thereupon he mus- 
tered sufficient strength of mind to refrain from turn- 
ing round any more, in spite of the impulses of his 
whole being. 

There is a spacious terrace on the summit of the in- 
cline. The church of San Pietro in Montorio stands 
there, on the spot where, as some say, St. Peter was 
crucified. The square is bare and brown, baked by the 
hot summer suns ; but a little further away in the 
rear, the clear and noisy waters of the Acqua Paola 
fall bubbling from the three basins of a monumental 
fountain amidst sempiternal freshness. And alongside 
the terrace parapet, on the very crown of the Tras- 
tevere, there are always rows of tourists, slim Eng- 
lishmen and square-built Germans, agape with tradi- 
tional admiration, or consulting their guide-books in 
order to identify the monuments. 

Pierre sprang lightly from the cab, leaving his valise 
on the seat, and making a sign to the driver, who went 
to join the row of waiting cabs, and remained philosoph- 
ically seated on his box in the full sunlight, his head 
drooping like that of his horse, both resigning them- 
selves to the customary long stoppage. 
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Meantime Pierre, erect against the parapet, in his 
tight black cassock, and with his hare feverish hands 
nervously clenched, was gazing before him with all 
his eyes, with all his soul. Rome ! Rome ! the city of 
the Caesars, the city of the Popes, the Eternal City 
which has twice conquered the world, the predestined 
city of the glowing dream in which he had indulged 
for months ! At last it was before him, at last his 
eyes beheld it ! During the previous days some rain- 
storms had abated the intense August heat, and on 
that lovely September morning the air had freshened 
under the pale blue of the spotless far-spreading 
heavens. And the Rome that Pierre beheld was a 
Rome steeped in mildness, a visionary Rome which 
seemed to evaporate in the clear sunshine. A fine 
bluey haze, scarcely perceptible, as delicate as gauze, 
hovered over the roofs of the low-lying districts ; 
whilst the vast Campagna, the distant hills, died away 
in a pale pink flush. At first Pierre distinguished noth- 
ing, sought no particular edifice or spot, but gave sight 
and soul alike to the whole of Rome, to the living 
colossus spread out below him, on a soil compounded 
of the dust of generations. Each century had renewed 
the city’s glory as with the sap of immortal youth. 
And that which struck Pierre, that which made his 
heart leap within him, was that he found Rome such 
as he had desired to find her, fresh and youthful, with 
a volatile, almost incorporeal, gaiety of aspect, smiling 
as at the hope of a new life in the pure dawn of a 
lovely day. 

And standing motionless before the sublime vista, 
with his hands still clenched and burning, Pierre in a 
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few miiintes again lived the last three years of his life. 
Ah ! what a terrible year had the first been; spent in 
his little house at Neuilly; with doors and windows 
ever closed; burrowing there like some wounded animal 
suffering unto death. He had come back from Lourdes 
with his soul desolate; his heart bleeding; with nought 
but ashes within him. Silence and darkness fell upon 
the ruins of his love and his faith. Days and days 
went by, without a pulsation of his veinS; without the 
faintest gleam arising to brighten the gloom of his 
abandonment. His life was a mechanical one; he 
awaited the necessary courage to resume the tenor of 
existence in the name of sovereign reason; which had 
imposed upon him the sacrifice of everything. Why 
was he not stronger, more resistant, why did he not 
quietly adapt his life to his new opinions ? As he 
was unwilling to cast off his cassock, through fidelity 
to the love of one and disgust of backsliding, why did 
he not seek occupation in some science suited to a 
priest, such as astronomy or archaeology ? The truth 
was that something, doubtless his mother’s spirit, wept 
within him, an infinite, distracted love which nothing 
had yet satisfied and which ever despaired of attain- 
ing contentment. Therein lay the perpetual suffering 
of his solitude: beneath the lofty dignity of reason 
regained, the wound still lingered, raw and bleeding. 

One autumn evening, however, under a dismal rainy 
sky, chance brought him into relations with an old 
priest, Abb4 Eose, who was curate at the church of 
Ste. Marguerite, in the Eaubourg St. Antoine. He 
went to see Abb4 Eose in the Eue de Charonne, where 
in the depths of a damp ground floor he had txans- 



BOMB 


11 


formed three rooms into an asylum for abandoned 
children, whom he picked up in the neighbouring 
streets. And from that moment Pierre’s life changed, 
a fresh and all-powerful source of interest had entered 
into it, and by degrees he became the old priest’s pas- 
sionate helper. It was a long way from Keuilly to 
the Eue de Charonne, and at first he only made the 
journey twice a week. But afterwards he bestirred 
himself every day, leaving home in the morning and 
not returning until night As the three rooms no 
longer sufficed for the asylum, he rented the first 
floor of the house, reserving for himself a chamber in 
which ultimately he often slept. And all his modest 
income was expended there, in the prompt succouring 
of poor children ; and the old priest, delighted, touched 
to tears by the young devoted help which had come 
to him from heaven, would often embrace Pierre, weep- 
ing, and call him a child of God. 

It was then that Pierre knew want and wretched- 
ness — wicked, abominable wretchedness; then that 
he lived amidst it for two long years. The acquaint- 
ance began with the poor little beings whom he picked 
up on the pavements, or whom kind-hearted neigh- 
bours brought to him now that the asylum was known 
in the district — little boys, little girls, tiny mites 
stranded on the streets whilst their fathers and 
mothers were toiling, drinking, or dying. The father 
had often disappeared, the mother had gone wrong, 
drunkenness and debauchery had followed slack times 
into the home; and then the brood was swept into 
the gutter, and the younger ones half perished of 
cold and hunger on the footways, whilst their elders 
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betook themselves to courses of vice and crime. One 
evening Pierre rescued from the "wheels of a stone- 
dray two little nippers, brothers, who could not even 
give him an address, tell him whence they had come. 
On another evening he returned to the asylum with a 
little girl in his arms, a fair-haired little angel, barely 
three years old, whom he had found on a bench, and 
who sobbed, saying that her mother had left her there. 
And by a logical chain of circumstances, after dealing 
with the fleshless, pitiful fledglings ousted from their 
nests, he came to deal with the parents, to enter their 
hovels, penetrating each day further and further into 
a hellish sphere, and ultimately acquiring knowledge 
of all its frightful horror, his heart meantime bleed- 
ing, rent by terrified anguish and impotent charity. 

Oh! the grievous City of Misery, the bottomless 
abyss of human suffering and degradation — how 
frightful were his journeys through it during those 
two years which distracted his whole being ! In that 
Ste, Marguerite district of Paris, in the very heart of 
that Paubourg St. Antoine, so active and so brave for 
work, however hard, he discovered no end of sordid 
dwellings, whole lanes and alleys of hovels without 
light or air, cellar-like in their dampness, and where 
a multitude of wretches wallowed and suffered as from 
poison. All the way up the shaky staircases one^s 
feet slipped upon filth. On every story there was the 
same destitution, dirt, and promiscuity. Many win- 
dows were paneless, and in swept the wind howling, 
and the rain pouring torrentially. Many of the 
inmates slept on the bare tiled floors, never uncloth- 
ing themselves. There was neither furniture nor 
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linen, the life led there was essentially an animal 
life, a commingling of either sex and of every age — 
humanity lapsing into animality through lack of even 
indispensable things, through indigence of so com- 
plete a character that men, women, and children 
fought even with tooth and nail for the very crumbs 
swept from the tables of the rich. And the worst of 
it all was the degradation of the human being; this 
was no case of the free naked savage, hunting and 
devouring his prey in the primeval forests; here 
civilised man was found, sunk into brutishness, with 
all the stigmas of his fall, debased, disfigured, and 
enfeebled, amidst the luxury and refinement of that 
city of Paris which is one of the queens of the world. 

In every household Pierre heard the same story. 
There had been youth and gaiety at the outset, brave 
acceptance of the law that one must work. Then 
weariness had come; what was the use of always 
toiling if one were never to get rich? And so, by 
way of snatching a share of happiness, the husband 
turned to drink; the wife neglected her home, also 
drinking at times, and letting the children grow up as 
they might. Sordid surroundings, ignorance, and over- 
crowding did the rest. In the great majority of cases, 
prolonged lack of work was mostly to blame ; for this 
not only empties the drawers of the savings hidden 
away in them, but exhausts human courage, and tends 
to confirmed habits of idleness. During long weeks 
the workshops empty, and the arms of the toilers lose 
strength. In all Paris, so feverishly inclined to 
action, it is impossible to find the slightest thing to 
do. And then the husband comes home in the even- 
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ing with tearful eyes^ having vainly offered his arms 
everywhere, having failed even to get a job at street- 
sweeping, for that employment is much sought after, 
and to secure it one needs influence and protectors. 
Is it not monstrous to see a man seeking work that 
he may eat, and finding no work and therefore no 
food in this great city resplendent and resonant with 
wealth? The wife does not eat, the children do not 
eat. And then comes black famine, brutishness, and 
finally revolt and the snapping of all social ties under 
the frightful injustice meted out to poor beings who 
by their weakness are condemned to death. And the 
old workman, he whose limbs have been worn out 
by half a century of hard toil, without” possibility of 
saving a copper, on what pallet of agony, in what 
dark hole must he not sink to die? Should he then 
be finished off with a mallet, like a crippled beast 
of burden, on the day when ceasing to work he also 
ceases to eat? Almost all pass away in the hospitals, 
others disappear, unknown, swept off by the muddy 
flow of the streets. One morning, on some rotten 
straw in a loathsome hovel, Pierre found a poor devil 
who had died of hunger and had been forgotten there 
for a week. The rats had devoured his face. 

But it was particularly on an evening of the last 
winter that Pierre^s heart had overflowed with pity. 
Awful in winter time are the sufferings of the poor 
in their fireless hovels, where the snow penetrates by 
every chink. The Seine rolls blocks of ice, the soil 
is frost-bound, in all sorts of callings there is an 
enforced cessation of work. Bands of urchins, bare- 
footed, scarcely clad, hungry and racked by coughing, 
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wander about tbe ragpickers^ rents ” and are carried 
off by sudden hurricanes of consumption. Pierre 
found families, women with five and six children, 
who had not eaten for three days, and who huddled 
together in heaps to try to keep themselves warm. 
And on that terrible evening, before anybody else, he 
went down a dark passage and entered a room of 
terror, where he found that a mother had just com- 
mitted suicide with her five little ones — driven to it 
by despair and hunger — a tragedy of misery which 
for a few hours would make all Paris shudder! 
There was not an article of furniture or linen left in 
the place ; it had been necessary to sell everything bit 
by bit to a neighbouring dealer. There was nothing 
but the stove where the charcoal was still smoking 
and a half-emptied palliasse on which the mother had 
fallen, suckling her last-born, a babe but three months 
old. And a drop of blood had trickled from the 
nipple of her breast, towards which the dead infant 
still protruded its eager lips. Two little girls, three 
and five years old, two pretty little blondes, were also 
lying there, sleeping the eternal sleep side by side; 
whilst of the two boys, who were older, one had suc- 
cumbed crouching against the wall with his head 
between his hands, and the other had passed through 
the last throes on the floor, struggling as though he 
had sought to crawl on his knees to the window in 
order to open it. Some neighbours, hurrying in, told 
Pierre. the fearful commonplace story; slow ruin, the 
father unable to find work, perchance taking to drink, 
the landlord weary of waiting, threatening the family 
with expulsion, and the mother losing her head, thirst- 
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ing for death, and prevailing on her little ones to die 
with her, while her husband, who had been out since 
the morning, was vainly scouring the streets. Just as 
the Commissary of Police arrived to verify what had 
happened, the poor devil returned, and when he had 
seen and understood things, he fell to the ground like 
a stunned ox, and raised a prolonged, plaintive howl, 
such a poignant cry of death that the whole terrified 
street wept at it. 

Both in his ears and in his heart Pierre carried away 
with him that horrible cry, the plaint of a condemned 
race expiring amidst abandonment and hunger; and 
that night he could neither eat nor sleep. Was it 
possible that such abomination, such absolute desti- 
tution, such black misery leading straight to death 
should exist in the heart of that great city of Paris, 
brimful of wealth, intoxicated with enjoyment, fling- 
ing millions out of the windows for mere pleasure ? 
What! there should on one side be such colossal fort- 
unes, so many foolish fancies gratified, with lives 
endowed with every happiness, whilst on the other 
was found inveterate poverty, lack even of bread, 
absence of every hope, and mothers killing them- 
selves with their babes, to whom they had nought to 
offer but the blood of their milkless breast! And a 
feeling of revolt stirred Pierre; he was for a moment 
conscious of the derisive futility of charity. What 
indeed was the use of doing that which he did — pick- 
ing up the little ones, succouring the parents, prolong- 
ing the sufferings of the aged ? The very foundations 
of the social edifice were rotten; all would soon col- 
lapse amid mire and blood. A great act of justice 
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alone could sweep the old world away in order that 
the new world might be built. And at that moment 
he realised so keenly how irreparable was the breach, 
how irremediable the evil, how deathly the cancer of 
misery, that he understood the actions of the violent, 
and was himself ready to accept the devastating and 
purifying whirlwind, the regeneration of the world 
by flame and steel, even as when in the dim ages 
J ehovah in His wrath sent fire from heaven to cleanse 
the accursed cities of the plains. 

However, on hearing him sob that evening, Abbe 
E.ose came up to remonstrate in fatherly fashion. 
The old priest was a saint, endowed with infinite 
gentleness and infinite hope. Why despair indeed 
when one had the G-ospel? Did not the divine com- 
mandment, “Love one another,” suffice for the salva- 
tion of the world? He, Abbe Hose, held violence in 
horror and was wont to say that, however great the 
evil, it would soon be overcome if humanity would 
but turn backward to the age of humility, simplicity, 
and purity, when Christians lived together in innocent 
brotherhood. What a delightful picture he drew of 
evangelical society, of whose second coming he spoke 
with quiet gaiety as though it were to take place on 
the very morrow! And Pierre, anxious to escape 
from his frightful recollections, ended by smiling, by 
taking pleasure in Abb4 Hose’s bright consoling tale. 
They chatted until a late hour, and on the following 
days reverted to the same subject of conversation, one 
which the old priest was very fond of, ever supplying 
new particulars, and speaking of the approaching 
reign of love and justice with the touching confidence 
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of a good if simple man, who is convinced that he 
will not die till he shall have seen the Deity descend 
upon earth. 

And now a fresh evolution took place in Pierre^s 
mind. The practice of benevolence in that poor dis- 
trict had developed infinite compassion in his breast, 
his heart failed him, distracted, rent by contemplation 
of the misery which he despaired of healing. And in 
this awakening of his feelings he often thought that 
his reason was giving way, he seemed to be retracing 
his steps towards childhood, to that need of universal 
love which his mother had implanted in him, and 
dreamt of chimerical solutions, awaiting help from 
the unknown powers. Then his fears, his hatred of 
the brutality of facts at last brought him an increasing 
desire to work salvation by love. No time should 
be lost in seeking to avert the frightful catastrophe 
which seemed inevitable, the fratricidal war of classes 
which would sweep the old world away beneath the 
accumulation of its crimes. Convinced that injustice 
had attained its apogee, that but little time remained 
before the vengeful hour when the poor would compel 
the rich to part with their possessions, he took pleas- 
ure in dreaming of a peaceful solution, a kiss of peace 
exchanged by all men, a return to the pure morals of 
the Gospel as it had been preached by Jesus. 

Doubts tortured him at the outset. Could olden 
Catholicism be rejuvenated, brought back to the youth 
and candour of primitive Christianity? He set him- 
self to study things, reading and questioning, and 
taking a more and more passionate interest in that 
great problem of Catholic socialism which had made 
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no little noise for some years past. And quivering 
■with, pity for the wretched, ready as he was for the 
miracle of fraternisation, he gradually lost such 
scruples as intelligence might have prompted, and 
persuaded himself that once again Christ would work 
the redemption of suffering humanity. At last a 
precise idea took possession of him, a conviction that 
Catholicism purified, brought back to its original 
state, would prove the one pact, the supreme law 
that might save society by averting the sanguinary 
crisis which threatened it. 

When he had quitted Lourdes two years previ- 
ously, revolted by all its gross idolatry, his faith for 
ever dead, but his mind worried by the everlasting 
need of the divine which tortures human creatures, 
a cry had arisen within him from the deepest recesses 
of his being: “A new religion! a new religion!” 
And it was this new religion, or rather this revived 
religion which he now fancied he had discovered in 
his desire to work social salvation — ensuring human 
happiness by means of the only moral authority that 
was erect, the distant outcome of the most admirable 
implement ever devised for the government of nations. 

During the period of slow development through 
which Pierre passed, two men, apart from Abb6 
Rose, exercised great infiuence on him. A benevo- 
lent action brought him into intercourse with Mon- 
seigneur Bergerot, a bishop whom the Pope had 
recently created a cardinal, in reward for a whole 
life of charity, and this in spite of the covert opposi- 
tion of the papal curia which suspected the French 
prelate to be a man of open mind, governing his 
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diocese in paternal fashion. Pierre became more 
impassioned by his intercourse with this apostle, this 
shepherd of souls, in whom he detected one of the 
good simple leaders that he desired for the future 
community. However, his apostolate was influenced 
even more decisively by meeting Viscount Philibert 
de la Choue at the gatherings of certain working- 
men^s Catholic associations. A handsome man, with 
military manners, and a long noble-looking face, 
spoilt by a small and broken nose which seemed to 
presage the ultimate defeat of a badly balanced mind, 
the Viscount was one of the most active agitators of 
Catholic socialism in Prance. He was the possessor 
of vast estates, a vast fortune, though it was said 
that some unsuccessful agricultural enterprises had 
already reduced his wealth by nearly one-half. In 
the department where his property was situated he 
had been at great pains to establish model farms, at 
which he had put his ideas on Christian socialism 
into practice, but success did not seem to follow him. 
However, it had all helped to secure his election as 
a deputy, and he spoke in the Chamber, unfolding 
the programme of his party in long and stirring 
speeches. 

Unwearying in his ardour, he also led pilgrimages 
to Eome, presided over meetings, and delivered lect- 
ures, devoting himself particularly to the people, the 
conquest of whom, so he privately remarked, could 
alone ensure the triumph of the Church. And thus 
he exercised considerable influence over Pierre, who 
in him admired qualities which himself did not pos- 
sess — an organising spirit and a militant if some- 
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what blundering will, entirely applied to the revival 
of Christian society in France. However, though the 
young priest learnt a good deal by associating with 
him, he nevertheless remained a sentimental dreamer, 
whose imagination, disdainful of political require- 
ments, straightway winged its flight to the future 
abode of universal happiness; whereas the Viscount 
aspired to complete the downfall of the liberal ideas 
of 1789 by utilising the disillusion and anger of the 
democracy to work a return towards the past. 

Pierre spent some delightful months. Never before 
had neophyte lived so entirely for the happiness of 
others. He was all love, consumed by the passion 
of his apostolate. The sight of the poor wretches 
whom he visited, the men without work, the women, 
the children without bread, filled him with a keener 
and keener conviction that a new religion must arise 
to put an end to all the injustice which otherwise 
would bring the rebellious world to a violent death. 
And he was resolved to employ all his strength 
in effecting and hastening the intervention of the 
‘divine, the resuscitation of primitive Christianity. 
His Catholic faith remained dead; he still had no 
belief in dogmas, mysteries, and miracles; but a 
hope sufficed him, the hope that the Church might 
still work good, by connecting itself with the irre- 
sistible modern democratic movement, so as to save 
the nations from the social catastrophe which im- 
pended. His soul had grown calm since he had 
taken on himself the mission of replanting the Gospel 
in the hearts of the hungry and growling people of 
the Faubourgs. He was now leading an active life, 
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and suffered less from tlie friglitful void which, he 
had brought back from Lourdes; and as he no longer 
questioned himself^ the anguish of uncertainty no 
longer tortured him. It was with the serenity which 
attends the simple accomplishment of duty that he 
continued to say his mass. He even finished by 
thinking that the mystery which he thus celebrated 
— indeed, that all the mysteries and all the dogmas 
were but symbols — rites requisite for humanity in 
its childhood, which would be got rid of later on, 
when enlarged, purified, and instructed humanity 
should be able to support the brightness of naked 
truth. 

And in his zealous desire to be useful, his passion 
to proclaim his belief aloud, Pierre one morning found 
himself at his table writing a book. This had come 
about quite naturally; the book proceeded from him 
like a heart-cry, without any literary idea having 
crossed his mind. One night, whilst he lay awake, 
its title suddenly flashed before his eyes in the dark- 
ness: ^^Hew Eome.” That expressed everything, for 
must not the new redemption of the nations origi- 
nate in eternal and holy Eome? The only existing 
authority was found there ; rejuvenescence could only 
spring from the sacred soil where the old Catholic 
oak had grown. He wrote his book in a couple of 
months, having unconsciously prepared himself for 
the work by his studies in contemporary socialism 
during a year past. There was a bubbling flow in 
his brain as in a poet’s; it seemed to him sometimes 
as if he dreamt those pages, as if an internal distant 
voice dictated them to him. 



BOMJEJ 


23 


Wlien lie read passages written on tKe previous day 
to Yiscount Philibert de la Chouej the latter often 
expressed keen approval of them from a practical 
point of view, saying that one must touch the people 
in order to lead them, and that it would also be a 
good plan to compose pious and yet amusing songs 
for singing in the workshops. As for Monseigneur 
Bergerot, without examining the book from the dog- 
matic standpoint, he was deeply touched by the 
glowing breath of charity which every page exhaled, 
and was even guilty of the imprudence of writing 
an approving letter to the author, which letter he 
authorised him to insert in his work by way of pref- 
ace. And yet now the Congregation of the Index 
Expurgatorius was about to place this book, issued 
in the previous J une, under interdict ; and it was to 
defend it that the young priest had hastened to Eome, 
inflamed by the desire to make his ideas prevail, and 
resolved to plead his cause in person before the Holy 
Eather, having, he was convinced of it, simply given 
expression to the pontiff’s views. 

Pierre had not stirred whilst thus living his three 
last years afresh : he still stood erect before the para- 
pet, before Rome, which he had so often dreamt of 
and had so keenly desired to see. There was a con- 
stant succession of arriving and departing vehicles 
behind him; the slim Englishmen and the heavy 
Germans passed away after bestowing on the classic 
view the five minutes prescribed by their guide- 
books; whilst the driver and the horse of Pierre’s 
cab remained waiting complacently, each with his 
head drooping under the bright sun, which was heat- 
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iag the valise on the seat of the vehicle. And Pierre; 
in his black cassock, seemed to have grown slimmer 
and elongated; very slight of build, as he stood there 
motionless, absorbed in the sublime spectacle. He 
had lost flesh after his journey to Lourdes, his feat- 
ures too had become less pronounced. Since his 
mother’s part in his nature had regained ascendency, 
the broad, straight forehead, the intellectual air 
which he owed to his father seemed to have grown 
less conspicuous, while his kind and somewhat large 
mouth, and his delicate chin, bespeaking infinite 
aflection, dominated, revealing his soul, which also 
glowed in the kindly sparkle of his eyes. 

Ah! how tender and glowing were the eyes with 
which he gazed upon the Eome of his book, the new 
Kome that he had dreamt of! If, first of all, the 
ensemUe had claimed his attention in the soft and 
somewhat veiled light of that lovely morning, at 
present he could distinguish details, and let his 
glance rest upon particular edifices. And it was 
with childish delight that he identified them, having 
long studied them in maps and collections of photo- 
graphs. Beneath his feet, at the bottom of the 
Janiculum, stretched the Trastevere district with its 
chaos of old ruddy houses, whose sunburnt tiles hid 
the course of the Tiber. He was somewhat surprised 
by the flattish aspect of everything as seen from the 
terraced summit. It was as though a bird's-eye view 
levelled the city, the famous hills merely showing 
like bosses, swellings scarcely perceptible amidst 
the spreading sea of house-fronts. Yonder, on the 
right, distinct against the distant blue of the Alban 
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mountains, was certainly the Aventine with its three 
churches half -hidden by foliage; there, too, was the 
discrowned Palatine, edged as with black fringe by a 
line of cypresses. In the rear, the Coelian hill faded 
away, showing only the trees of the Villa Mattel 
paling in the golden sunshine.* The slender spire 
and two little domes of Sta. Maria Maggiore alone 
indicated the summit of the Esquiline, right in front 
and far away at the other end of the city; whilst on 
the heights of the neighbouring Viminal, Pierre only 
perceived a confused mass of whitish blocks, steeped 
in light and streaked with fine brown lines — recent 
erections, no doubt, which at that distance suggested 
an abandoned stone quarry. He long sought the 
Capitol without being able to discover it; he had to 
take his bearings, and ended by convincing himself 
that the square tower, modestly lost among surround- 
ing house-roofs, which he saw in front of Sta. Maria 
Maggiore was its campanile. Next, on the left, 
came the Quirinal, recognisable by the long facade 
of the royal palace, a barrack or hospital-like facade, 
flat, crudely yellow in hue, and pierced by an infinite 
number of regularly disposed windows. However, as 
Pierre was completing the circuit, a sudden vision 
made him stop short. Without the city, above the 
trees of the Botanical Garden, the dome of St. Peter’s 
appeared to him. It seemed to be poised upon the 
greenery, and rose up into the pure blue sky, sky-blue 
itself and so ethereal that it mingled with the azure 
of the infinite. The stone lantern which surmounts 
it, white and dazzling, looked as though it were 
suspended on high. 
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Pierre did not weary, and his glances incessantly 
travelled from one end of the horizon to the other. 
They lingered on the noble ontlines, the proud grace- 
fulness of the town-sprinkled Sabine and Alban 
mountains, whose girdle limited the expanse. The 
Koman Campagna spread out in far stretches, bare 
and majestic, like a desert of death, with the glaucous 
green of a stagnant sea; and he ended by distinguish- 
ing ^‘the stern round tower of the tomb of Caecilia 
Metella, behind which a thin pale line indicated the 
ancient Appian Way. Eemnants of aqueducts strewed 
the short herbage amidst the dust of the fallen worlds. 
And, bjinging his glance nearer in, the city again 
appeared with its jumble of edifices, on which his 
eyes lighted at random. Close at hand, by its loggia 
turned towards the river, he recognised the huge 
tawny cube of the Palazzo Farnese. The low cupola, 
farther away and scarcely visible, was probably that 
of the Pantheon. Then by sudden leaps came the 
freshly whitened walls of San Paolo-fuori-le-Mura,^ 
similar to those of some huge barn, and the statues 
crowning San Giovanni in Laterano, delicate, scarcely 
as big as insects. Kext the swarming of domes, that of 
the Gesii, that of San Carlo, that of St^ Andrea della 
Yalle, that of San Giovanni dei Fiorentini; then a 
number of other sites and edifices, all quivering with 
memories, the castle of SP. Angelo with its glittering 
statue of the Destroying Angel, the Villa Medici 
dominating the entire city, the terrace of the Pincio 
with its marbles showing whitely among its scanty 
verdure; and the thick-foliaged trees of the Villa 

1 St. Paul-beyond-the-walls. 
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Borgliese, wliose green crests bounded tbe horizon. 
Vainly however did Pierre seek the Colosseum. 

The north wind, which was blowing very mildly, 
had now begun to dissipate the morning haze. 
Whole districts vigorously disentangled themselves, 
and showed against the vaporous distance like prom- 
ontories in a sunlit sea. Here and there, in the 
indistinct swarming of houses, a strip of white wall 
glittered, a row of window panes flared, or a garden 
supplied a black splotch, of wondrous intensity of 
hue. And all the rest, the medley of streets and 
squares, the endless blocks of buildings, scattered 
about on either hand, mingled and grew indistinct in 
the living glory of the sun, whilst long coils of white 
smoke, which had ascended from the roofs, slowly 
traversed the pure sky. 

Guided by a secret influence, however, Pierre soon 
ceased to take interest in all but three points of the 
mighty panorama. That line of slender cypresses 
which set a black fringe on the height of the Pala- 
tine yonder filled him with emotion: beyond it he 
saw only a void: the palaces of the Caesars had dis- 
appeared, had fallen, had been razed by time; and he 
evoked their memory, he fancied he could see them 
rise like vague, trembling phantoms of gold amidst 
the purple of that splendid morning. Then his 
glances reverted to St. Peter’s, and there the dome 
yet soared aloft, screening the Vatican which he knew 
was beside the colossus, clinging to its flanks. And 
that dome, of the same colour as the heavens, ap- 
peared so triumphant, so full of strength, so vast, 
that it seemed to him like a giant king, dominating 
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the whole city and seen from every spot thronghout 
eternity. Then he fixed his eyes on the height in 
front of him, on the Quirinal, and there the King^s 
palace no longer appeared aught but a flat low bar- 
racks bedaubed with yellow paint. 

And for him all the secular history of Eome, with 
its constant convulsion's and successive resurrections, 
found embodiment in that symbolical 'triangle, in 
those three summits gazing at one another across the 
Tiber. Ancient Eonie blossoming forth in a piling 
up of palaces and temples, the monstrous florescence 
of imperial power and splendour; Papal Eome, victo- 
rious in the middle ages, mistress of the world, bring- 
ing that colossal church, symbolical of beauty regained, 
to weigh upon all Christendom; and the Eome of 
to-day, which he knew nothing of, which he had neg- 
lected, and whose royal palace, so bare and so cold, 
brought him disparaging ideas — the idea of some out- 
of-place, bureaucratic effort, some sacrilegious attempt 
at modernity in an exceptional city which should have 
been left entirely to the dreams of the future. How- 
ever, he shook off the almost painful feelings which the 
importunate present brought to him, and would not 
let his eyes rest on a pale new district, quite a little 
town, in course of erection, no doubt, which he could 
distinctly see near St. PetePs on the margin of the 
river. He had dreamt of his own new Eome, and 
still dreamt of it, even in front of the Palatine whose 
edifices had crumbled in the dust of centuries, of the 
dome of St. Peter’s whose huge shadow lulled the 
Vatican to sleep, of the Palace of the Quirinal re- 
paired and repainted, reigning in homely fashion over 
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the new districts which swarmed on every side, while 
"with its ruddy roofs the olden city, ripped up by 
improvements, coruscated beneath the bright morning 
sun. 

Again did the title of his book, hTsw Rome,’^ flare 
before Pierre’s eyes, and another reverie carried bim 
off ; he lived his book afresh even as he had just lived 
his life. He had written it amid a flow of enthusiasm, 
utilising the data which he had accumulated at ran- 
dom ; and its division into three parts, past, present, 
and future, had at once forced itself upon him. 

The Past was the extraordinary story of primitive 
Christianity, of the slow evolution which had turned 
this Christianity into present-day Catholicism. He 
showed that an economical q^uestion is invariably 
hidden beneath each religious evolution, and that, 
upon the whole, the everlasting evil, the everlasting 
struggle, has never been aught but one between the 
rich and the poor. Among the Jews, when their 
nomadic life was over, and they had conquered the 
land of Canaan, and ownership and property came 
into being, a class warfare at once broke out. There 
were rich, and there were poorj thence arose the 
social question. The transition had been sudden, and 
the new state of things so rapidly went from bad to 
worse that the poor suffered keenly, and protested 
with the greater violence as they still remembered the 
golden age of the nomadic life. Until the time of 
Jesus the prophets are but rebels who surge from out 
the misery of the people, proclaim its sufferings, and 
vent their wrath upon the rich, to whom they prophesy 
every evil in punishment for their injustice and their 
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liarslmess. Jesus Himself appears as the claimant 
of the rights of the poor. The prophets, whether 
socialists or anarchists, had preached social equality, 
and called for the destruction of the world if it were 
unjust. J esus likewise brings to the wretched hatred 
of the rich. All His teaching threatens wealth and 
property ; and if by the Kingdom of Heaven which 
He promised one were to understand peace and frater- 
nity upon this earth, there would only be a question of 
returning to a life of pastoral simplicity, to the dream 
of the Christian community, such as after Him it 
would seem to have been realised by His disciples. 
During the first three centuries each Church was an 
experiment in communism, a real association whose 
members possessed all in common — wives excepted. 
This is shown to us by the apologists and early fathers 
of the Church. Christianity was then but the religion 
of the humble and the poor, a form of democracy, of 
socialism struggling against Eoman society. And 
when the latter toppled over, rotted by money, it 
succumbed far more beneath the results of frantic 
speculation, swindling banks, and financial disasters, 
than beneath the onslaught of barbarian hordes and 
the stealthy, termite-like working of the Christians. 

The money question will always be found at the 
bottom of everything. And a new proof of this was 
supplied when Christianity, at last triumphing by vir- 
tue of historical, social, and human causes, was pro- 
claimed a State religion. To ensure itself complete 
victory it was forced to range itself on the side of the 
rich and the powerful ; and one should see by means 
of what artfulness and sophistry the fathers of the 
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Churcli succeeded in discovering a defence of property 
and v^ealth. in tlie Gospel of Jesus. All tMs^ however, 
was a vital political necessity for Cliristianity ; it was 
only at this price that it became Catholicism, the uni- 
versal religion. From that time forth the powerful 
machine, the weapon of conquest and rule, was reared 
aloft : up above were the powerful and the wealthy, 
those whose duty it was to share with the poor, but 
who did not do so ; while down below were the poor, 
the toilers, who were taught resignation and obedience, 
and promised the kingdom of futurity, the divine and 
eternal reward — an admirable monument which has 
lasted for ages, and which is entirely based on the 
promise of life beyond life, on the inextinguishable 
thirst for immortality and justice that consumes man- 
kind. 

Pierre had completed this first part of his book, this 
history of the past, by a broad sketch of Catholicism 
until the present time. First appeared St. Peter, igno- 
rant and anxious, coming to Pome by an inspiration 
of genius, there to fulfil the ancient oracles which had 
predicted the eternity of the Capitol. Then came the 
first popes, mere heads of burial associations, the slow 
rise of the all-powerful papacy ever struggling to con- 
quer the world, unremittingly seeking to realise its 
dream of universal domination. At the time of the 
great popes of the middle ages it thought for a mo- 
ment that it had attained its goal, that it was the sov- 
ereign master of the nations. Would not absolute 
truth and right consist in the pope being both pontiff 
and ruler of the world, reigning over both the souls 
and the bodies of all men, even like the Deity whose 
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vicar he is ? This, the highest and mightiest of all 
ambitions, one, too, that is perfectly logical, was at- 
tained by Augustus, emperor and pontiff, master of all 
the known world; and it is the glorious figure of Au- 
gustus, ever rising anew from among the ruins of an- 
cient Borne, which has always haunted the popes ; it 
is his blood which has pulsated in their veins. 

But power had become divided into two parts amidst 
the crumbling of the Eoman empire ; it was necessary 
to content oneself with a share, and leave temporal 
government to the emperor, retaining over him, how- 
ever, the right of coronation by divine grant. The 
people belonged to God, and in God’s name the pope 
gave the people to the emperor, and could^take it from 
him ; an unlimited power whose most terrible weapon 
was excommunication, a superior sovereignty, which 
carried the papacy towards real and final possession 
of the empire. Looking at things broadly, the ever- 
lasting quarrel between the pope and the emperor was 
a quarrel for the people, the inert mass of humble and 
suffering ones, the great silent multitude whose irre- 
mediable wretchedness was only revealed by occasional 
covert growls. It was disposed of, for its good, as one 
might dispose of a child. Yet the Church really con- 
tributed to civilisation, rendered constant services to 
humanity, diffused abundant alms. In the convents, 
at any rate, the old dream of the Christian community 
was ever coming back : one-third of the wealth accu- 
mulated for the purposes of worship, the adornment 
and glorification of the shrine, one-third for the priests, 
and one-third for the poor. Was not this a simplifica- 
tion of life, a means of rendering existence possible to 
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tlie faithful who had no earthly desires, pending the 
marvellous contentment of heavenly life? Give us, 
then, the whole earth, and we will divide terrestrial 
wealth into three such parts, and you shall see what a 
golden age will reign amidst the resignation and the 
obedience of all ! 

However, Pierre went on to show how the papacy 
was assailed by the greatest dangers on emerging from 
its all-powerfulness of the middle ages. It was almost 
swept away amidst the luxury and excesses of the 
Renascence, the bubbling of living sap which then 
gushed from eternal nature, downtrodden and regarded 
as dead for ages past. More threatening still were 
the stealthy awakenings of the people, of the great 
silent multitude whose tongue seemed to be loosening. 
The Reformation burst forth like the protest of rea- 
son and justice, like a recall to the disregarded truths 
of the Gospel ; and to escape total annihilation Rome 
needed the stern defence of the Inquisition, the slow 
stubborn labour of the Council of Trent, which 
strengthened the dogmas and ensured the temporal 
power. And then the papacy entered into two cen- 
turies of peace and effacement, for the strong absolute 
monarchies which had divided Europe among them- 
selves could do without it, and had ceased to tremble 
at the harmless thiuiderbolts of excommunication or 
to look on the pope as aught but a master of cere- 
monies, controlling certain rites. The possession of 
the people was no longer subject to the same rules. 
Allowing that the kings still held the people from 
God, it was the pope’s duty to register the donation 
once for all, without ever intervening, whatever the 
VOL. I. — 3 
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circumstances^ in the government of states. Never 
was Eome farther away from the realisation of its 
ancient dream of universal dominion. And when the 
Trench Revolution burst forth, it may well have been 
imagined that the proclamation of the rights of man 
would kill that papacy to which the exercise of divine 
right over the nations had been committed. And so 
how great at first was the anxiety, the anger, the des- 
perate resistance with which the Vatican opposed the 
idea of freedom, the new credo of liberated reason, of 
humanity regaining self-possession and control. It 
was the apparent dhiouement of the long struggle 
between the pope and the emperor for possession 
of the people : the emperor vanished, and the people, 
henceforward free to dispose of itself, claimed to 
escape from the pope — an unforeseen solution, in 
which it seemed as though all the ancient scaffold- 
ing of the Catholic world must fall to the very 
ground. 

At this point Pierre concluded the first part of his 
book by contrasting primitive Christianity with pres- 
ent-day Catholicism, which is the triitmph of the rich 
and the powerful. That Roman society which J esus 
had come to destroy in the name of the poor and 
humble, had not Catholic Rome steadily continued 
rebuilding it through all the centuries, by its policy 
of cupidity and pride ? And what bitter irony it was 
to find, after eighteen hundred years of the Gospel, 
that the world was again collapsing through frantic 
speculation, rotten banks, financial disasters, and the 
frightful injustice of a few men gorged with wealth 
whilst thousands of their brothers were dying of hun- 
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ger ! The whole redemption of the wretched had to 
he worked afresh. However, Pierre gave expression 
to all these terrible things in words so softened by 
charity, so steeped in hope, that they lost their revo- 
lutionary danger. Moreover, he nowhere attacked 
the dogmas. His book, in its sentimental, somewhat 
poetic form, was but the cry of an apostle glowing 
with love for his fellow-men. 

Then came the second part of the work, the Pres- 
ent, a study of Catholic society as it now exists. 
Here Pierre had painted a frightful picture of the 
misery of the poor, the misery of a great city, which 
he knew so well and bled for, through having laid his 
hands upon its poisonous wounds. The present-day 
injustice could no longer be tolerated, charity was be- 
coming powerless, and so frightful was the suffering 
that all hope was dying away from the hearts of the 
people. And was it not the monstrous spectacle pre- 
sented by Christendom, whose abominations corrupted 
the people, and maddened it with hatred and ven- 
geance, that had largely destroyed its faith*? How- 
ever, after this picture of rotting and crumbling 
society, Pierre returned to history, to the period of 
the French Revolution, to the mighty hope with which 
the idea of freedom had filled the world. The middle 
classes, the great Liberal party, on attaining power 
had undertaken to bring happiness to one and all. 
But after a century’s experience it really seemed that 
liberty had failed to bring any happiness whatever to 
the outcasts. In the political sphere illusions were 
departing. At all events, if the reigning third estate 
declares itself satisfied, the fourth estate, that of the 
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toilers/ still suffers and continues to demand its share 
of fortune. The working classes have been proclaimed 
free ; political equality has been granted them, but the 
gift has been valueless, for economically they are still 
bound to servitude, and only enjoy, as they did for- 
merly, the liberty of dying of hunger. All the socialist 
revendications have come from that; between labour 
and capital rests the terrifying problem, the solution 
of which threatens to sweep away society. When 
slavery disappeared from the olden world to be suc- 
ceeded by salaried employment the revolution was 
immense, and certainly the Christian principle was 
one of the great factors in the destruction of slavery. 
Nowadays, therefore, when the question is to replace 
salaried employment by something else, possibly by 
the participation of the workman in the profits of his 
work, why should not Christianity again seek a new 
principle of action ? The fatal and proximate acces- 
sion of the democracy means the beginning of another 
phase in human history, the creation of the society of 
to-morrow. And Eome cannot keep away from the 
arena ; the papacy must take part in the quarrel if it 
does not desire to disappear from the world like a 
piece of mechanism that has become altogether useless. 

Hence it followed that Catholic socialism was legiti- 
mate. On every side the socialist sects were battling 
with their various solutions for the privilege of ensur- 
ing the happiness of the people, and the Church also 
must offer her solution of the problem. Here it was 

1 In England we call the press the fourth estate, but in Erance 
and elsewhere the term is applied to the working classes, and in 
that sense must he taken here. — Trans, 
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tliat Hew Eome appeared, that the evolution spread 
into a renewal of boundless hope. Most certainly 
there was nothing contrary to democracy in the prin- 
ciples of the Eoman Catholic Church. Indeed she 
had only to return to the evangelical traditions, to 
become once more the Church of the humble and the 
poor, to re-establish the universal Christian commu- 
nity. She is undoubtedly of democratic essence, and 
if she sided with the rich and the powerful when 
Christianity became Catholicism, she only did so per- 
force, that she might live by sacrificing some portion 
of her original purity; so that if to-day she should 
abandon the condemned governing classes in order 
to make common cause with the multitude of the 
wretched, she would simply be drawing nearer to 
Christ, thereby securing a new lease of youth and 
purifying herself of all the political compromises which 
she formerly was compelled to accept. Without re- 
nouncing aught of her absolutism the Church has at 
all times known how to bow to circumstances ; but she 
reserves her perfect sovereignty, simply tolerating 
that which she cannot prevent, and patiently waiting, 
even through long centuries, for the time when she 
shall again become the mistress of the world. 

Might not that time come in the crisis which was 
now at hand ? Once more, all the powers are battling 
for possession of the people. Since the people, thanks 
to liberty and education, has become strong, since it 
has developed consciousness and will, and claimed its 
share of fortune, all rulers have been seeking to attach 
it to themselves, to reign by it, and even with it, should 
that be necessary. Socialism, therein lies the future, 
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the new instrument of government; and the kings 
tottering on their thrones, the middle-class presidents 
of anxious republics, the ambitious plotters who dream 
of power, all dabble in socialism ! They all agree that 
the capitalist organisation of the State is a return to 
pagan times, to the olden slave-market ; and they all 
talk of breaking for ever the iron law by which the 
labour of human beings has become so much merchan- 
dise, subject to supply and demand, with wages calcu- 
lated on an estimate of what is strictly necessary to 
keep a workman from dying of hunger. And, down 
in the sphere below, the evil increases, the workmen 
agonise with hunger and exasperation, while above 
them discussion still goes on, systems are bandied 
about, and well-meaning persons exhaust themselves 
in attempting to apply ridiculously inadequate reme- 
dies. There is much stir without any progress, all 
the wild bewilderment which precedes great catastro- 
phes. And among the many, Catholic socialism, quite 
as ardent as Kevolutionary socialism, enters the lists 
and strives to conquer. 

After these explanations Pierre gave an account of 
the long efforts made by Catholic socialism throughout 
the Christian world. That which particularly struck 
one in this connection was that the warfare became 
keener and more victorious whenever it was waged in 
some land of propaganda, as yet not completely con- 
quered by Boman Catholicism. For instance, in the 
countries where Protestantism confronted the latter, the 
priests fought with wondrous passion, as for dear life 
itself, contending with the schismatical clergy for pos- 
session of the people by dint of daring, by unfolding 
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the most audacious democratic theories. In Germany, 
the classic land of socialism, Mgr. Ketteler was one 
of the first to speak of adequately taxing the rich ; and 
later he fomented a wide-spread agitation which the 
clergy now directs by means of numerous associations 
and newspapers. In Switzerland Mgr. Mermiilod 
pleaded the cause of the poor so loudly that the 
bishops there now almost make common cause with 
the democratic socialists, whom they doubtless hope 
to convert when the day for sharing arrives. In Eng- 
land, where socialism penetrates so very slowly, Cardi- 
nal Manning achieved considerable success, stood by 
the working classes on the occasion of a famous strike, 
and helped on a popular movement, which was sig- 
nalised by numerous conversions. But it was particu- 
larly in the United States of America that Catholic 
socialism proved triumphant, in a sphere of democracy 
where the bishops, like Mgr. Ireland, were forced to 
set themselves at the head of the working-class agita- 
tion. And there across the Atlantic a new Church 
seems to be germinating, still in confusion but over- 
flowing with sap, and upheld by intense hope, as at the 
aurora of the rejuvenated Christianity of to-morrow. 

Passing thence to Austria and Belgium, both Catho- 
lic countries, one found Catholic socialism mingling 
in the first instance with anti-semitism, while in the 
second it had no precise sense. And all movement 
ceased and disappeared when one came to Spain and 
Italy, those old lands of faith. The former with its 
intractable bishops who contented themselves with 
hurling excommunication at unbelievers as in the days 
of the Inquisition, seemed to be abandoned to the vio- 
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lent tlieories of revolutionaries^ wMlst Italy, immo- 
bilised in the traditional courses, remained without 
possibility of initiative, reduced to silence and respect 
by the presence of the Holy See. In France, however, 
the struggle remained keen, but it was more particu- 
larly a struggle of ideas. On the whole, the war was 
there being waged against the revolution, and to some it 
seemed as though it would sufS.ce to re-establish the 
old organisation of monarchical times in order to re- 
vert to the golden age. It was thus that the question 
of working-class corporations had become the one 
problem, the panacea for all the ills of the toilers. 
But people were far from agreeing ; some, those Catho- 
lics who rejected State interference and favoured 
purely moral action, desired that the corporations 
should be free ; whilst others, the young and impatient 
ones, bent on action, demanded that they should be 
obligatory, each with capital of its own, and recog- 
nised and protected by the State. 

Viscount Philibert de la Choue had by pen and speech 
carried on a vigorous campaign in favour of the obliga- 
tory corporations ; and his great grief was that he had 
so far failed to prevail on the Pope to say whether in 
Ms- opinion these corporations should be closed or 
open. According to the Viscount, herein lay the fate 
of society, a peaceful solution of the social question or 
the frightful catastrophe which must sweep everything 
away. In reality, though he refused to own it, the 
Viscount had ended by adopting State socialism. And, 
despite the lack of agreement, the agitation remained 
very great ; attempts, scarcely happy in their results, 
were made; co-operative associations, companies for 
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erecting workmen’s dwellings, popular savings’ banks 
were started ; many more or less disguised efforts to 
revert to tke old Christian community organisation 
were tried ; while day by day, amidst the prevailing 
confusion, in the mental perturbation and political 
difS-CuIties through which the country passed, the 
militant Catholic party felt its hopes increasing, even 
to the blind conviction of soon resuming sway over 
the whole world. 

The second part of Pierre’s book concluded by a 
picture of the moral and intellectual uneasiness amidst 
which the end of the century is struggling. While 
the toiling multitude suffers from its hard lot and 
demands that in any fresh division of wealth it shall 
be ensured at least its daily bread, the Mte is no better 
satisfied, but complains of the void induced by the free- 
ing of its reason and the enlargement of its intelli- 
gence. It is the famous bankruptcy of rationalism, 
of positivism, of science itself which is in question. 
Minds consumed by need of the absolute grow weary 
of groping, weary of the delays of science which rec- 
ognises only proven truths ; doubt tortures them, they 
need a complete and immediate synthesis in order to 
sleep in peace ; and they fall on their knees, overcome 
by the roadside, distracted by the thought that science 
will never tell them all, and preferring the Deity, the 
mystery revealed and af&rmed by faith. Even to-day, 
it must be admitted, science calms neither our thirst 
for justice, our desire for safety, nor our everlasting 
idea of happiness after life in an eternity of enjoyment. 
To one and all it only brings the austere duty to live, 
to be a mere contributor in the universal toil 5 and how 
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well one can understand that hearts should revolt and 
sigh for the Christian heaven, peopled with lovely 
angels, full of light and music and perfumes! Ah! 
to embrace one^s dead, to tell oneself that one will 
meet them again, that one will live with them once 
more in glorious immortality! And to possess the 
certainty of sovereign equity to enable one to support 
the abominations of terrestrial life 1 And in this wise 
to trample on the frightful thought of annihilation, to 
escape the horror of the disappearance of the epo, and 
to tranquillise oneself with that unshakable faith 
which postpones until the portal of death be crossed 
the solution of all the problems of destiny! This 
dream will be dreamt by the nations for ages yet. 
And this it is which explains why, in these last days 
of the century, excessive mental labour and the deep 
unrest of humanity, pregnant with a new world, 
have awakened religious feeling, anxious, tormented 
by thoughts of the ideal and the infinite, demanding 
a moral law and an assurance of superior justice. 
Eeligions may disappear, but religious feelings will 
always create new ones, even with the help of science. 
A new religion! a new religion! Was it not the 
ancient Catholicism, which in the soil of the present 
day, where all seemed conducive to a miracle, was 
about to spring up afresh, throw out green branches 
and blossom in a young yet mighty florescence? 

At last, in the third part of his book and in the 
glowing language of an apostle, Pierre depicted the 
PtiTUBs: Catholicism rejuvenated, and bringing health 
and peace, the forgotten golden age of primitive Chris- 
tianity, back to expiring society. He began with an 
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emotional and sparkling portrait of Leo XIII, the ideal 
Pope, the Man of Destiny entrusted with the salvation 
of the nations. He had conjured up a presentment 
of him and beheld him thus in his feverish longing 
for the advent of a pastor who should put an end to 
human misery. It was perhaps not a close likeness, 
but it was a portrait of the needed saviour, with open 
heart and mind, and inexhaustible benevolence, such 
as he had dreamed. At the same time he had cer- 
tainly searched documents, studied encyclical letters, 
based his sketch upon facts : first Leo^s religious edu- 
cation at Pome, then his brief nunciature at Brussels, 
and afterwards his long episcopate at Perugia. And 
as soon as Leo became pope in the difficult situation 
bequeathed by Pius IX, the duality of his nature ap- 
peared : on one hand was the firm guardian of dogmas, 
on the other the supple politician resolved to carry 
conciliation to its utmost limits. We see him flatly 
severing all connection with modern philosophy, step- 
ping backward beyond the Eenascence to the middle 
ages and reviving Christian philosophy, as expounded 
by ^Hhe angelic doctor,” St. Thomas Aquinas, in Cath- 
olic schools. Then the dogmas being in this wise 
sheltered, he adroitly maintains himself in equilib- 
rium by giving securities to every power, striving 
to utilise every opportunity. He displays extraordi- 
nary activity, reconciles the Holy See with Germany, 
draws nearer to Pussia, contents Switzerland, asks 
the friendship of Great Britain, and writes to the 
Emperor of China begging him to protect the mission- 
aries and Christians in his dominions. Later on, too, 
he intervenes in Prance and acknowledges the legiti- 
macy of the Pepublic. 
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T’rom. tlie very outset an idea becomes apparent in 
all his actions, an idea -which will place him among 
the great papal politicians. It is moreover the ancient 
idea of the papacy — the conquest of every soul, Eome 
capital and mistress of the world. Thus Leo XIII has 
but one desire, one object, that of unifying the Church, 
of drawing all the dissident communities to it in order 
that it may be invincible in the coming social struggle. 
He seeks to obtain recognition of the moral authority 
of the Vatican in Eussia; he dreams of disarming the 
Anglican Church and of drawing it into a sort of fra- 
ternal truce; and he particularly seeks to come to an 
understanding with the Schismatical Churches of the 
East, which he regards as sisters, simply living apart, 
whose return his paternal heart entreats. Would not 
Eome indeed dispose of victorious strength if she 
exercised uncontested sway over all the Christians 
of the earth? 

And here the social ideas of Leo XIII come in. 
Whilst yet Bishop of Perugia he wrote a pastoral let- 
ter in which a vague humanitarian socialism appeared. 
As soon, however, as he had assumed the triple cro-wn 
his opinions changed and he anathematised the revo- 
lutionaries whose audacity was terrifying Italy. But 
almost at once he corrected himself, warned by events 
and realising the great danger of leaving socialism 
in the hands of the enemies of the Church. Then 
he listened to the bishops of the lands of propaganda, 
ceased to intervene in the Irish quarrel, withdrew the 
excommunications which he had launched against the 
American “knights of labour,” and would not allow 
the bold works of Catholic socialist writers to be placed 
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in the Index. This eTolution towards democracy may 
be traced through his most famous encyclical letters : 
ImmoTtale Dei, on the constitution of States ; LibeHas, 
on human liberty; Sapientce, on the duties of Chris- 
tian citizens ; Berum novarum, on the condition of the 
working classes ; and it is particularly this last which 
would seem to have rejuvenated the Church. The 
Pope herein chronicles the undeserved misery of the 
toilers, the undue length of the hours of labour, the in- 
suf&ciency of salaries. All men have the right to 
live, and all contracts extorted by threats of starva- 
tion are unjust. Elsewhere he declares that the work- 
man must not be left defenceless in presence of a 
system which converts the misery of the majority into 
the wealth of a few. Compelled to deal vaguely with 
questions of organisation, he contents himself with 
encouraging the corporative movement, placing it 
under State patronage; and after thus contributing 
to restore the secular power, he reinstates the Deity 
on the throne of sovereignty, and discerns the path to 
salvation more particularly in moral measures, in the 
ancient respect due to family ties and ownership. 
hTevertheless, was not the helpful hand which the 
august Yicar of Christ thus publicly tendered to the 
poor and the humble, the certain token of a new alli- 
ance, the announcement of a new reign of Jesus upon 
earth? Thenceforward the people knew that it was not 
abandoned. And from that moment too how glorious 
became Leo XIII, whose sacerdotal jubilee and episco- 
pal jubilee were celebrated by all Christendom amidst 
the coming of a vast multitude, of endless offerings, 
and of flattering letters from every sovereign! 
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Pierre next dealt witli the question of the temporal 
power, and this he thought he might treat freely. 
ISTaturally, he was not ignorant of the fact that the 
Pope in his quarrel with Italy upheld the rights of 
the Church over Pome as stubbornly as his prede- 
cessor; but he imagined that this was merely a nec- 
essary conventional attitude, imposed by political 
considerations, and destined . to be abandoned when 
the times were ripe. Por his own part he was con- 
vinced that if the Pope had never appeared greater 
than he did now, it was to the loss of the temporal 
power that he owed it; for thence had come the great 
increase of his authority, the pure splendour of moral 
omnipotence which he diffused. 

What a long history of blunders and conflicts had 
been that of the possession of the little kingdom of 
Pome during fifteen centuries! Constantine quits 
Pome in the fourth century, only a few forgotten 
functionaries remaining on the deserted Palatine, and 
the Pope naturally rises to power, and the life of the 
city passes to the Lateran. However, it is only four 
centuries later that Charlemagne recognises accom- 
plished facts and formally bestows the States of the 
Church upon the papacy. From that time warfare be- 
tween the spiritual power and the temporal powers 
has never ceased; though often latent it has at times 
become acute, breaking forth with blood and fire. 
And to-day, in the midst of Europe in arms, is it not 
unreasonable to dream of the papacy ruling a strip 
of territory where it would be exposed to every vexa- 
tion, and where it could only maintain itself by the 
help of a foreign army? What would become of it 
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in the general massacre which is apprehended? Is 
it not far more sheltered, far more dignified, far more 
lofty when disentangled from all terrestrial cares, 
reigning over the world of souls? 

In the early times of the Church the papacy from 
being merely local, merely Itoman, gradually became 
catholicised, universalised, slowly acquiring dominion 
over all Christendom. In the same way the Sacred 
College, at first a continuation of the Eoman Senate, 
acquired an international character, and in our time 
has ended by becoming the most cosmopolitan of assem- 
blies, in which representatives of all the nations have 
seats. And is it not evident that the Pope, thus lean- 
ing on the cardinals, has become the one great inter- 
national power which exercises the greater authority 
since it is free from all monarchical interests, and can 
speak not merely in the name of country but in that of 
humanity itself? The solution so often sought amidst 
such long wars surely lies in this: Either give the 
Pope the temporal sovereignty of the world, or leave 
him only the spiritual sovereignty. Yicar of the Deity, 
absolute and infallible sovereign by divine delegation, 
he can but remain in the sanctuary if, ruler already of 
the human soul, he is not recognised by every nation 
as the one master of the body also — the king of 
kings. 

But what a strange affair was this new incursion of 
the papacy into the field sown by the French Bevolu- 
tion, an incursion conducting it perhaps towards the 
domination, which it has striven for with a will that 
has upheld it for centuries ! For now it stands alone 
before the people. The kings are down. And as the 
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people is tencefortli free to gire itself to ’srhomsoever 
it pleases, why should it uot give itself to the Church? 
The depreciation which the idea of liberty has cer- 
tainly undergone renders every hope permissible. 
The liberal party appears to be vanquished in the 
sphere of economies. The toilers, dissatisfied with 
1T89 complain of the aggravation of their misery, be- 
stir themselves, seek happiness despairingly. On the 
other hand the new rdgimes have increased the inter- 
national power of the Church; Catholic members are 
numerous in the parliaments of the republics and the 
constitutional monarchies. All circumstances seem 
therefore to favour this extraordinary return of fort- 
une, Catholicism reverting to the vigour of youth in 
its old age. Even science, remember, is accused of 
bankruptcy, a charge which saves the Sylloiius from 
ridicule, troubles the minds of men, and throws the 
limitless sphere of mystery and impossibility open 
once more. And then a prophecy is recalled, a pre- 
diction that the papacy shall be mistress of the world 
on the day when she marches at the head of the 
democracy after reuniting the Schismatical Churches 
of the East to the Catholic, Apostolic, and Eoman 
Church. And, in Pierre’s opinion, assuredly the times 
had come since Pope Leo XIII, dismissing the great 
and the wealthy of the world, left the kings driven 
from their thrones in exile to place himself like Jesus 
on the side of the foodless toilers and the beggars of 
the high roads. Yet a few more years, perhaps, of 
frightful misery, alarming confusion, fearful social 
danger, and the people, the great silent multitude 
which others have so far disposed of, will return to 
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the cradle, to the unified Church of Eome, in order to 
escape the destruction which threatens human society* 
Pierre concluded his book with a passionate evoca- 
tion of New Eome, the spiritual Eome which would 
soon reign over the nations, reconciled and fraternis- 
ing as in another golden age. Herein he even saw 
the end of superstitions. Without making a direct 
attack on dogma, he allowed himself to dream of an 
enlargement of religious feeling, freed from rites, and 
absorbed in the one satisfaction of human charity. 
And still smarting from his journey to Lourdes, he 
felt the need of contenting his heart. Was not that 
gross superstition of Lourdes the hateful symptom of 
the excessive suffering of the times? On the day 
when the Gospel should be universally diffused and 
practised, suffering ones would cease seeking an illu- 
sory relief so far away, assured as they would be of 
finding assistance, consolation, and cure in their homes 
amidst their brothers. At Lourdes there was an in- 
iquitous displacement of wealth, a spectacle so fright- 
ful as to make one doubt of God, a perpetual confiict 
which would disappear in the truly Christian society 
of to-morrow. Ah ! that society, that Christian com- 
munity, all Pierre’s work ended in an ardent longing 
for its speedy advent: Christianity becoming once 
more the religion of truth and justice which it had 
been before it allowed itself to be conquered by the 
rich and the powerful ! The little ones and the poor 
ones reigning, sharing the wealth of earth, and owing 
obedience to nought but the levelling law of work! 
The Pope alone erect at the head of the federation 
of nations, prince of peace, with the simple mission 
VOL. I. —4 
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of supplying the moral rule^ the link of charity and 
love which was to unite all men ! And would not this 
be the speedy realisation of the promises of Christ ? 
The times were near accomplishment, secular and re- 
ligious society would mingle so closely that they would 
form but one ; and it would be the age of triumph 
and happiness predicted by all the prophets, no more 
struggles possible, no more antagonism between the 
mind and the body, but a marvellous equilibrium 
which would kill evil and set the kingdom of heaven 
upon earth. hTew Rome, the centre of the world, 
bestowing on the world the new religion ! 

Pierre felt that tears were coming to his eyes, and 
with an unconscious movement, never noticing how 
much he astonished the slim Englishmen and thick-set 
Germans passing along the terrace, he opened his arms 
and extended them towards the real Rome, steeped in 
such lovely sunshine and stretched out at his feet. 
Would she prove responsive to his dream ? Would he, 
as he had written, find within her the remedy for our 
impatience and our alarms ? Could Catholicism be re- 
newed, could it return to the spirit of primitive Chris- 
tianity, become the religion of the democracy, the faith 
which the modern world, overturned and in danger of 
perishing, awaits in order to be pacified and to live ? 

Pierre was full of generous passion, full of faith. 
He again beheld good Abbd Rose weeping with emo- 
tion as he read his book. He heard Viscount Phili- 
bert de la Choiie telling him that such a book was 
worth an army. And he particularly felt strong in 
the approval of Cardinal Bergerot, that apostle of in- 
exhaustible charity. Why should the Congregation 
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of the Index threaten his work with interdiction? 
Since he had been of&ciously advised to go to Eome 
if he desired to defend himselfjt he had been turning 
this question over in his mind without being able to 
discover which of his pages were attacked. To him 
indeed they all seemed to glow with the purest Chris- 
tianity. However, he had arrived quivering with en- 
thusiasm and courage : he was all eagerness to kneel 
before the Pope, and place himself under his august 
protection, assuring him that he had not written a 
line without taking inspiration from his ideas, with- 
out desiring the triumph of his policy. Was it pos- 
sible that condemnation should he passed on a book 
in which he imagined in all sincerity that he had ex- 
alted Leo XIII by striving to help him in his work of 
Christian reunion and universal peace ? 

For a moment longer Pierre remained standing be- 
fore the parapet. He had been there for nearly an 
hour, unable to drink in enough of the grandeur of 
Eome, which, given all the unknown things she hid 
from him, he would have liked to possess at once. 
Oh ! to seize hold of her, know her, ascertain at once 
the true word which he had come to seek from her ! 
This again, like Lourdes, was an experiment, but a 
graver one, a decisive one, whence he would emerge 
either strengthened or overcome for evermore. He 
no longer sought the simple, perfect faith of the little 
child, but the superior faith of the intellectual man, 
raising himself above rites and symbols, working for 
the greatest happiness of humanity as based on its 
need of certainty. His temples throbbed responsive 
to his heart. "V^at would be the answer of Eome ? 



52 


BOME 


The sunlight had increased and the higher districts 
now stood out more vigorously against the fiery back- 
ground. Far away the hills became gilded and em- 
purpled, whilst the nearer house-fronts grew very 
distinct and bright with their thousands of windows 
sharply outlined. However, some morning haze still 
hovered around; light veils seemed to rise from the 
lower streets, blurring the summits for a moment, and 
then evaporating in the ardent heavens where all was 
blue. For a moment Pierre fancied that the Palatine 
had vanished, for he coiild scarcely see the dark fringe 
of cypresses ; it was as though the dust of its ruins 
concealed the hill. But the Quirinal was even more 
obscured ; the royal palace seemed to have faded away 
in a fog, so paltry did it look with its low flat front, 
so vague in the distance that he no longer distin- 
guished it; whereas above the trees on his left the 
dome of St. Peter’s had grown yet larger in the limpid 
gold of the sunshine, and appeared to occupy the whole 
sky and dominate the whole city ! 

Ah ! the Rome of that first meeting, the Rome of 
early morning, whose new districts he had not even 
noticed in the burning fever of his arrival — with what 
boundless hopes did she not inspirit him, this Rome 
which he believed he should find alive, such indeed as 
he had dreamed ! And whilst he stood there in his 
thin black cassock, thus gazing on her that lovely day, 
what a shout of coming redemption seemed to arise 
from her house-roofs, what a promise of universal 
peace seemed to issue from that sacred soil, twice 
already Queen of the world ! It was the third Rome, 
it was Rfew Rome whose maternal love was travelling 
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across tlie frontiers to all the nations to console them 
and reunite them in a common embrace. In the pas- 
sionate candour of his dream he beheld her, he heard 
her, rejuvenated, full of the gentleness of childhood, 
soaring, as it were, amidst the morning freshness into 
the vast pure heavens. 

But at last Pierre tore himself away from the sub- 
lime spectacle. The driver and the horse, their heads 
drooping under the broad sunlight, had not stirred. 
On the seat the valise was almost burning, hot with 
rays of the sun which was already heavy. And once 
more Pierre got into the vehicle and gave this address : 

Via Giulia, Palazzo Boccanera.^^ 



II 


The Via Giulia, -which runs in a straight line over 
a distance of fire hundred yards from the Tarnese 
palace to the church of St. John of the Florentines, 
was at that hour steeped in bright sunlight, the glow 
streaming from end to end and whitening the small 
square paving stones. The street had no footways, 
and the cab rolled along it almost to the farther 
extremity, passing the old grey sleepy and deserted 
residences whose large windows were barred with 
iron, while their deep porches revealed sombre courts 
resembling wells. Laid out by Pope Julius II, who 
had dreamt of lining it with magnificent palaces, the 
street, then the most regular and handsome in Eome, 
had served as Corso ‘ in the sixteenth century. One 
could tell that one was in a former luxurious district, 
which had lapsed into silence, solitude, and abandon- 
ment, instinct with a kind of religious gentleness and 
discretion. The old house-fronts followed one after 
another, their shutters closed and their gratings 
occasionally decked with climbing plants. At some 
doors eats were seated, and dim shops, appropriated 
to humble trades, were installed in certain dependen- 
cies. But little traffic was apparent. Pierre only 

1 The Corso was so called on account of the horse races held in it 
at carniyal time.— Trans, 
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noticed some bare-headed women dragging children 
behind them, a hay cart drawn by a mule, a superb 
monk draped in drugget, and a bicyclist speeding 
along noiselessly, his machine sparkling in the sun. 

At last the driver turned and pointed to a large 
square building at the corner of a lane running 
towards the Tiber. 

Palazzo Boccanera.” 

Pierre rais'ed his head and was pained by the severe 
aspect of the structure, so bare and massive and 
blackened by age. Like its neighbours the Parnese 
and Sacchetti palaces, it had been built by Antonio 
da Sangallo in the early part of the sixteenth century, 
and, as with the former of those residences, the tra- 
dition ran that in raising the pile the architect had 
made use of stones pilfered from the Colosseum and 
the Theatre of Marcellus. The vast, square-looking 
facade had three upper stories, each with seven win- 
dows, and the first one very lofty and noble. Down 
below, the only sign of decoration was that the high 
ground-floor windows, barred with huge projecting 
gratings as though from fear of siege, rested upon 
large consoles, and were crowned by attics which 
smaller consoles supported. Above the monumental 
entrance, with folding doors of bronze, there was a 
balcony in front of the central first-floor window. 
And at the summit of the facade against the sky 
appeared a sumptuous entablature, whose frieze dis- 
played admirable grace and purity of ornamentation. 
The frieze, the consoles, the attics, and the door-case 
were of white marble, but marble whose surface had 
so crumbled and so darkened that it now had the 
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rough, yellowish grain of stone- Kight and left of 
the entrance were two anti(3^iie seats upheld by grif 
fons also of marble; and incrusted in the wall at one 
cornei’j a loYely K-enascence fountain, its source dried 
up, still lingered; and on it a cupid riding a dolphin 
could with difficulty be distinguished, to such a 
degree had the wear and tear of time eaten into the 
sculpture. 

Pierre^s eyes, howerer, had been more particularly 
attracted by an escutcheon carved above one of the 
ground-floor windows, the escutcheon of the Boc- 
caneras, a winged dragon venting flames, and under- 
neath it he could plainly read the motto which had 
remained intact: JBocca nera, Ahna rossct^^ (black 
mouth, red soul). Above another window, as a pon- 
dant to the escutcheon, there was one of those little 
shrines which are still common in Pome, a satin- 
robed statuette of the Blessed Virgin, before which 
a lantern burnt in the full daylight. 

The cabman was about to drive through the dim 
and gaping porch, according to custom, when the 
young priest, overcome by timidity, stopped him. 
''ISTo, no,'' he said; ''don't go in, it's useless." 

Then he alighted from the vehicle, paid the man, 
and, valise in hand, found himself first under the 
vaulted roof, and then in the central court without 
having met a living soul. 

It was a square and fairly spacious court, sur- 
rounded by a portions like a cloister. Some remnants 
of statuary, marbles discovered in excavating, an arm- 
less Apollo, and the trunk of a Venus, were ranged 
against the walls under the dismal arcades ; and some 



HOME 


5T 


fine grass liad sprouted between the pebbles which 
paved the soil as with a black and white mosaic. It 
seemed as if the sun-rays could never reach that pav- 
ing, mouldy with damp. A dimness and a silence 
instinct with departed grandeur and infinite mourn- 
fulness reigned there. 

Surprised by the emptiness of this silent mansion, 
Pierre continued seeking somebody, a porter, a ser- 
vant; and, fancying that he saw a shadow flit by, he 
decided to pass through another arch which led to 
a little garden fringing the Tiber. On this side the 
facade of the building was quite plain, displaying 
nothing beyond its three rows of symmetrically dis- 
posed windows. However, the abandonment reigning 
in the garden brought Pierre yet a keener pang. In 
the centre some large box-plants were growing in the 
basin of a fountain which had been filled up; while 
among the mass of weeds, some orange-trees with 
golden, ripening fruit alone indicated the tracery of 
the paths which they had once bordered. Between 
two huge laurel-bushes, against the right-hand wall, 
there was a sarcophagus of the second century — with 
fauns offering violence to nymphs, one of those wild 
baccanaliy those scenes of eager passion which Eome 
in its decline was wont to depict on the tombs of its 
dead; and this marble sarcophagus, crumbling with 
age and green with moisture, served as a tank into 
which a streamlet of water fell from a large tragic 
mask incrusted in the wall. Pacing the Tiber there 
had formerly been a sort of colonnaded loggia, a 
terrace whence a double flight of steps descended to 
the river. Por the construction of the new quays, 
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however, the river bank was being raised, and the 
terrace was already lower than the new ground level, 
and stood there crumbling and useless amidst piles of 
rubbish and blocks of stone, all the wretched chalky 
confusion of the improvements which were ripping up 
and overturning the district. 

Pierre, however, was suddenly convinced that he 
could see somebody crossing the court. So he re- 
turned thither and found a woman somewhat short 
of stature, who must have been nearly fifty, though 
as yet she had not a white hair, but looked very 
bright and active. At sight of the priest, however, 
an expression of distrust passed over her round face 
and clear eyes. 

Employing the few words of broken Italian which 
he knew, Pierre at once sought to explain matters: 
am Abbe Pierre Froment, madame---’' he began. 

However, she did not let him continue, but ex- 
claimed in fluent French, with the somewhat thick 
and lingering accent of the province of the Ile-de- 
France: “Ah! yes, Monsieur PAbbe, I know, I know 
— I was expecting you, I received orders about you.” 
And then, as he gazed at her in amazement, she 
added: “Oh! Ihn a Frenchwoman! IVe been here 
for five and twenty years, but I haven't yet been able 
to get used to their horrible lingo ! ” 

Pierre thereupon remembered that Viscount Phili- 
bert de la Choue had spoken to him of this servant, 
one Victor ine Bosquet, a native of Auneau in La 
Beauce, who, when two and twenty, had gone to 
Eome with a consumptive mistress. , The latter's 
sudden death had left her in as much terror and 
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bewilderment as if sbe bad been alone in some land 
of savages; and so sbe bad gratefully devoted her- 
self to tbe Countess Ernesta Brandini, a Boccanera 
by birtb; wbo bad, so to say, picked ber up in tbe 
streets. Tbe Countess bad at j&rst employed ber as 
a nurse to ber daughter Benedetta, hoping in this way 
to teach tbe child some French; and Victorine — 
remaining for some five and twenty years with tbe 
same family — bad by degrees raised herself to tbe 
position of housekeeper, whilst still remaining virtu- 
ally illiterate, so destitute indeed of any linguistic 
gift that sbe could only jabber a little broken Italian, 
just sufiS-cient for her needs in ber intercourse with tbe 
other servants. 

^^And is Monsieur le Vicomte quite well?’^ sbe 
resumed with frank familiarity. ^^He is so very 
pleasant, and we are always so pleased to see him. He 
stays here, you know, each time be comes to Borne. 
I know that the Princess and tbe Contessina received 
a letter from him yesterday announcing you.” 

It was indeed Viscount Philibert de la Cboue wbo 
had made all tbe arrangements for Pierrots sojourn 
in Borne. Of tbe ancient and once vigorous race of 
tbe Boccaneras, there now only remained Cardinal 
Pio Boccanera, tbe Princess bis sister, an old maid 
wbo from respect was called “ Donna ” Serafina, their 
niece Benedetta — whose mother Ernesta had fol- 
lowed her husband. Count Brandini, to tbe tomb — 
and finally their nephew, Prince Dario Boccanera, 
whose father. Prince Onofrio, was likewise dead, 
and whose mother, a Montefiori, bad married again. 
It so chanced that tbe Viscount de la Cboue was con- 
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nected with the family, his yonnger brother having 
married a Brandini, sister to Benedetta^s father 5 and 
thus, with the courtesy rank of uncle, he had, in 
Count Brandini^s time, frequently sojourned at the 
mansion in the Via Griulia. He had also become 
attached to Benedetta, especially since the advent of 
a private family drama, consequent upon an unhappy 
marriage which the young woman had contracted, and 
which she had petitioned the Holy Bather to annul. 
Since Benedetta had left her husband to live with 
her aunt Serafina and her uncle the Cardinal, M. de 
la Choue had often written to her and sent her parcels 
of French books. Among others he had forwarded 
her a copy of Pierre^s book, and the whole affair had 
originated in that wise. Several letters on the sub- 
ject had been exchanged when at last Benedetta sent 
word that the work had been denounced to the Con- 
gregation of the Index, and that it was advisable the 
author should at once repair to Eome, where she 
graciously offered him the hospitality of the Boccanera 
mansion. 

The Viscount was quite as much astonished as the 
young priest at these tidings, and failed to understand 
why the book should be threatened at all 5 however, 
he prevailed on Pierre to make the journey as a mat- 
ter of good policy, becoming himself impassioned for 
the achievement of a victory which he counted in 
anticipation as his own. And so it was easy to 
understand the bewildered condition of Pierre, on 
tumbling into this unknown mansion, launched into 
an heroic adventure, the reasons and circumstances 
of which were beyond him. 
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Yictorinej however, suddenly resumed : ^^But I am 
leaving you here, Monsieur BAbbe. Let me conduct 
you to your rooms. Where is your luggage? 

Then, when he had shown her his valise which he 
had placed on the ground beside him, and explained 
that having no more than a fortnight's stay in view 
he had contented himself with bringing a second 
cassock and some linen, she seemed very much sur- 
prised. 

“A fortnight! You only expect to remain here a 
fortnight? Well, well, youTl see.” 

And then summoning a big devil of a lackey who 
had ended by making his appearance, she said: Take 
that up into the red room, Giaccomo. Will you 
kindly follow me, Monsieur B Abbe? ” 

Pierre felt quite comforted and inspirited by thus 
unexpectedly meeting such a lively, good-natured 
compatriot in this gloomy Eoman palace.” Whilst 
crossing the court he listened to her as she related 
that the Princess had gone out, and that the Contes- 
sina — as Benedetta from motives of affection was 
still called in the house, despite her marriage — had 
not yet shown herself that morning, being rather 
poorly. However, added Victorine, she had her 
orders. 

The staircase was in one corner of the court, under 
the portions. It was a monumental staircase with 
broad, low steps, the incline being so gentle that a 
horse might easily have climbed it. The stone walls, 
however, were quite bare, the landings empty and 
solemn, and a death-like mournfulness fell from the 
lofty vault above. 
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As they reached the first floor, noticing Pierre’s 
emotion, Yictorine smiled. The mansion seemed to 
be uninhabited; not a sound came from its closed 
chambers. Simply pointing to a large oaken door 
on the right-hand, the housekeeper remarked: “The 
wing overlooking the court and the river is occupied 
by his Eminence. But he doesn’t use a quarter of 
the rooms. All the reception-rooms on the side of 
the street have been shut. How could one keep up 
such a big place, and what, too, would be the use of 
it? We should need somebody to lodge.” 

With her lithe step she continued ascending the 
stairs. She had remained essentially a foreigner, a 
Frenchwoman, too different from those among whom 
she lived to be influenced by her environment. On 
reaching the second floor she resumed: “There, on 
the left, are Donna Serafina’s rooms; those of the 
Contessina are on the right. This is the only part 
of the house where there’s a little warmth and life. 
Besides, it’s Monday to-day, the Princess will be 
receiving visitors this evening. You’ll see.” 

Then, opening a door, beyond which was a second 
and very narrow staircase, she went on: “We others 
have our rooms on the third floor. I must ask Mon- 
sieur I’Abbe to let me go up before him.” 

The grand staircase ceased at the second floor, and 
Yictorine explained that the third story was reached 
exclusively by this servants’ staircase, which led 
from the lane running down to the Tiber on one side 
of the mansion. There was a small private entrance 
in this lane, which was very convenient. 

At last, reaching the third story, she hurried along 
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a passage, again calling Pierre^s attention to various 
doors. These are the apartments of Bon Vigilio, his 
Eminence's secretary. These are mine. And these will 
be yours. Monsieur le Vicomte will never have any 
other rooms when he comes to spend a few days in 
Eome. He says that he enjoys more liberty up here, 
as he can come in and go out as he pleases- I gave 
him a key to the door in the lane, and ITl give you 
one too. And, besides, youTl see what a nice view 
there is from here ! 

Whilst speaking she had gone in. The apartments 
comprised two rooms: a somewhat spacious salon, 
with wall-paper of a large scroll pattern on a red 
ground, and a bed-chamber, where the paper was of 
a flax grey, studded with faded blue flowers. The 
sitting-room was in one corner of the mansion over- 
looking the lane and the Tiber, and Victorine at once 
went to the windows, one of which afforded a view 
over the distant lower part of the river, while the 
other faced the Trastevere and the Janiculum across 
the water. 

^Ah! yes, it’s very pleasant!” said Pierre, who 
had followed and stood beside her. 

Griaccomo, who did not hurry, came in behind them 
with the valise. It was now past eleven o’clock; and 
seeing that the young priest looked tired, and realising 
that he must be hungry after such a journey, Yictorine 
offered to have some breakfast served at once in the 
sitting-room. He would then have the afternoon to 
rest or go out, and would only meet the ladies in the 
evening at dinner. At the mere suggestion of rest- 
ing, however, Pierre began to protest, declaring that 
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he should certainly go out, not wishing to lose an 
entire afternoon. The breakfast he. readily accepted, 
for he was indeed dying of hunger. 

However, he had to wait another full half hour. 
Giaccomo, who served him under Yictorine’s orders, 
did everything in a most leisurely way. And Yic- 
torine, lacking confidence in the man, remained with 
the young priest to make sure that everything he 
might require was provided. 

^^Ah! Monsieur TAbbe,^^ said she, ‘^what people! 
Whd!t a country! You can’t have an idea of it. I 
should never get accustomed to it even if I were to 
live here for a hundred years. Ah! if it were not 
for the Contessina, but she’s so good and beautiful.” 

Then, whilst placing a dish of figs on the table, 
she astonished Pierre by adding that a city where 
nearly everybody was a priest could not possibly be 
a good city. Thereupon the presence of this gay, 
active, unbelieving servant in the queer old palace 
again scared him. 

^^What! you are not religious?” he exclaimed. 

^^1^0, no, Monsieur I’Abb^ the priests don’t suit 
me,” said Yictorine; knew one in Prance when I 
was very little, and since I’ve been here I’ve seen too 
many of them. It’s all over. Oh! I don’t say that 
on account of his Eminence, who is a holy man 
worthy of all possible respect. And besides, every- 
body in the house knows that I’ve nothing to reproach 
myself with. So why not leave me alone, since I’m 
fond of my employers and attend properly to my 
duties?” 

She burst into a frank laugh. Ah ! ” she resumed, 
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‘^■wlien I was told tliat another priest was coining, 
just as if we hadn’t enough already, I couldn’t help 
growling to myself. But you look like a good young 
man, Monsieur I’Abbe, and I feel sure we shall get 
on well together. ... I really don’t know why I’m 
telling you all this — probably it’s because you’ye 
come from yonder, and because the Contessina takes 
an interest in you. At all events, you’ll excuse me, 
won’t you, Monsieur I’Abbe? And take my advice, 
stay here and rest to-day; don’t be so foolish as to go 
running about their tiring city. There’s nothing very 
amusing to be seen in it, whatever they may say to 
the contrary.” 

When Pierre found himself alone, he suddenly felt 
overwhelmed by all the fatigue of his journey coupled 
with the fever of enthusiasm that had consumed him 
during the morning. And as though dazed, intoxi- 
cated by the hasty meal which he had just made — a 
couple of eggs and a cutlet — he flung himself upon 
the bed with the idea of taking half an hour’s rest. 
He did not fall asleep immediately, but for a time 
thought of those Boccaneras, with whose history he 
was partly acquainted, and of whose life in that 
deserted and silent palace, instinct with such dilapi- 
dated and melancholy grandeur, he began to dream. 
But at last his ideas grew confused, and by degrees 
he sunk into sleep amidst a crowd of shadowy forms, 
some tragic and some sweet, with vague faces which 
gazed at him with enigmatical eyes as they whirled 
before him in the depths of dreamland. 

The Boccaneras had supplied two popes to Eome, 
one in the thirteenth, the other in the fifteenth cen- 
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turjj and from those two favoured ones, those all- 
powerful masters, the family had formerly derived 
its vast fortune — large estates in the vicinity of 
Viterbo, several palaces in Eome, enough works of 
art to fill numerous spacious galleries, and a pile 
of gold sufficient to cram a cellar. The family passed 
as being the most pious of the Eoman jpatriziato, a 
family of burning faith whose sword had always been 
at the service of the Church; but if it were the most 
believing family it was also the most violent, the most 
disputatious, constantly at war, and so fiercely savage 
that the anger of the Boccaneras had become pro- 
verbial. And thence came their arms, the winged 
dragon spitting flames, and the fierce, glowing motto, 
with its play on the name ^^Bocca nera, Alma rossa” 
(black mouth, red soul), the mouth darkened by a 
roar, the soul flaming like a brazier of faith and love. 

Legends of endless passion, of terrible deeds of jus- 
tice and vengeance still circulated. There was the 
duel fought by Onfredo, the Boccanera by whom the 
present palazzo had been built in the sixteenth cen- 
tury on the site of the demolished antique residence 
of the family. Onfredo, learning that his wife had 
allowed herself to be kissed on the lips by young 
Count Costamagna, had caused the Count to be kid- 
napped one evening and brought to the palazzo bound 
with cords. And there in one of the large halls, 
before freeing him, he compelled him to confess him- 
self to a monk. Then he severed the cords with a 
stiletto, threw the lamps over and extinguished them, 
calling to the Count to keep the stiletto and defend 
himself. During more than an hour, in complete 



obscurity, in this ball full of furniture, tbe two men 
sought one another, fled from one another, seized hold 
of one another, and pierced one another with their 
blades. And when the doors were broken down and 
the servants rushed in they found among the pools of 
blood, among the overturned tables and broken seats, 
Costamagna with his nose sliced off and his hips 
pierced with two and thirty wounds, whilst Onfredo 
had lost two fingers of his right hand, and had both 
shoulders riddled with holes ! The wonder was that 
neither died of the encounter. 

A century later, on that same bank of the Tiber, 
a daughter of the Boccaneras, a girl barely sixteen 
years of age, the lovely and passionate Cassia, filled 
all Eome with terror and admiration. She loved 
Flavio Corradini, the scion of a rival and hated house, 
whose alliance her father. Prince Boccanera, roughly 
rejected, and whom her elder brother, Ercole, swore 
to slay should he ever surprise him with her. ISTever- 
theless the young man came to visit her in a boat, and 
she joined him by the little staircase descending to 
the river. But one evening Ercole, who was on the 
watch, sprang into the boat and planted his dagger 
full in Elavio^s heart. Later on the subsequent inci- 
dents were unravelled; it was understood that Cassia, 
wrathful and frantic with despair, unwilling to sur- 
vive her love and bent on wreaking justice, had 
thrown herself upon her brother, had seized both 
murderer and victim with the same grasp whilst 
overturning the boat; for when the three bodies were 
recovered Cassia still retained her hold upon the 
two men, pressing their faces one against the other 
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with her bare arms, which had remained as white as 
snow. 

But those were vanished times. Nowadays, if faith 
remained, blood violence seemed to be departing from 
the Boccaneras. Their huge fortune also had been 
lost in the slow decline which for a century past 
has been ruining the Eoman jpatriziato. It had been 
necessary to sell the estates ; the palace had emptied, 
gradually sinking to the mediocrity and bourgeois life 
of the new times. For their part the Boccaneras 
obstinately declined to contract any alien alliances, 
proud as they were of the purity of their Eoman 
blood. And poverty was as nothing to them; they 
found contentment in their immense pride, and with- 
out a plaint sequestered themselves amidst the silence 
and gloom in which their race was dwindling away. 

Prince Ascanio, dead since 1848, had left four 
children by his wife, a Corvisieri; first Pio, the 
Cardinal; then Serafina, who, in order to remain 
with her brother, had not married; and finally 
Ernesta and Onofrio, both of whom were deceased. 
As Ernesta had merely left a daughter, Benedetta, 
behind her, it followed that the only male heir, the 
only possible continuator of the family name was 
Onofrio^s son, young Prince Dario, now some thirty 
years of age. Should he die without posterity, the Boc- 
caneras, once so full of life and whose deeds had filled 
Eoman history in papal times, must fatally disappear. 

Dario and his cousin Benedetta had been drawn 
together by a deep, smiling, natural passion ever 
since childhood. They seemed born one for the 
other; they could not imagine that they had been 
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brouglit into tbe -world for any other purpose than 
that of becoming husband and wife as soon as they 
should be old enough to marry. When Prince Onofrio 

— an amiable man of forty, very popular in Eome, 
where he spent his modest fortune as his heart listed 

— espoused La Montefiori’s daughter, the little Mar- 
chesa Plavia, whose superb beauty, suggestive of a 
youthful Juno, had maddened him, he went to reside 
at the Villa Montefiori, the only property, indeed the 
only belonging, that remained to the two ladies. It 
was in the direction of SP. Agnese-fuori-le-Mura,^ 
and there were vast grounds, a perfect park in fact, 
planted with centenarian trees, among which the 
villa, a somewhat sorry building of the seventeenth 
century, was falling into ruins. 

Unfavourable reports were circulated about the 
ladies, the mother having almost lost caste since she 
had become a widow, and the girl having too bold a 
beauty, too conquering an air. Thus the marriage 
had not met with the approval of Serafina, who was 
very rigid, or of Onofrio^ s elder brother Pio, at that 
time merely a Cameriere segreto of the Holy Father 
and a Canon of the Vatican basilica. Only Ernesta 
kept up a regular intercourse with Onofrio, fond of 
him as she was by reason of his gaiety of disposition; 
and thus, later on, her favourite diversion was to go 
each week to the Villa Montefiori with her daughter 
Benedetta, there to spend the day. And what a 
delightful day it always proved to Benedetta and 
Dario, she ten years old and he fifteen, what a fra- 
ternal loving day in that vast and almost abandoned 
1 St. Agnes-without-the-waUs, N.E. of Kome. 
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garden with its parasol pines, its giant box-plants, 
and its clumps of evergreen oaks, amidst which one 
lost oneself as in a virgin forest. 

The poor stifled soul of Ernesta was a soul of pain 
and passion. Born with a mighty longing for life, 
she thirsted for the sun — for a free, happy, active 
existence in the full daylight. She was noted for her 
large limpid eyes and the charming oval of her gentle 
face. Extremely ignorant, like all the daughters of 
the Eoman nobility, having learnt the little she knew 
in a convent of French nuns, she had grown up clois- 
tered in the black Boccanera palace, having no know- 
ledge of the world than by those daily drives to the 
Corso and the Pincio on which she accompanied her 
mother. Eventually, when she was flve and twenty, 
and was already weary and desolate, she contracted 
the customary marriage of her caste, espousing Count 
Brandini, the last-born of a very noble, very numerous 
and poor family, who had to come and live in the Via 
Giulia mansion, where an entire wing of the second 
floor was got ready for the young couple. And noth- 
ing changed, Ernesta continued to live in the same 
cold gloom, in the midst of the same dead past, the 
weight of which, like that of a tombstone, she felt 
pressing more and more heavily upon her. 

The marriage was, on either side, a very honour- 
able one. Count Brandini soon passed as being the 
most foolish and haughty man in Eome. A strict, 
intolerant formalist in religious matters, he became 
quite triumphant when, after innumerable intrigues, 
secret plottings which lasted ten long years, he at 
last secured the appointment of grand equerry to the 
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Holy Father. With this appointment it seemed as 
if all the dismal majesty of the Vatican entered his 
household. However, Ernesta found life still bear- 
able in the time of Pius IX — that is until the latter 
part of 1870 — for she might still venture to open 
the windows overlooking the street, receive a few lady 
friends otherwise than in secrecy, and accept invita- 
tions to festivities. But when the Italians had con- 
quered Eome and the Pope declared himself a prisoner, 
the mansion in the Via G-iulia became a sepulchre. 
The great doors were closed and bolted, even nailed 
together in token of mourning; and during ten years 
the inmates only went out and came in by the little 
staircase communicating with the lane. It was also 
forbidden to open the window shutters of the facade. 
This was the sulking, the protest of the black world, 
the mansion sinking into death-like immobility, com- 
plete seclusion; no more receptions, barely a few 
shadows, the intimates of Donna Serahna who on 
Monday evenings slipped in by the little door in the 
lane which was scarcely set ajar. And during those 
ten lugubrious years, overcome by secret despair, the 
young woman wept every night, suffered untold agony 
at thus being buried alive. 

Ernesta had given birth to her daughter Benedetta 
rather late in life, when three and thirty years of age. 
At first the little one helped to divert her mind. But 
afterwards her wonted existence, like a grinding mill- 
stone, again ‘seized hold of her, and she had to place 
the child in the charge of the French nuns, by whom 
she herself had been educated, at the convent of the 
Sacred Heart of La Trinity de^ Monti. When Bene- 
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detta left the convent, grown up, nineteen years of 
age, she was able to speak and write ^French, knew a 
little arithmetic and her catechism, and possessed a 
few hazy notions of history. Then the life of the 
two women was resumed, the life of a gyncBceum^ 
suggestive of the Orient; never an excursion with 
husband or father, but day after day spent in closed, 
secluded rooms, with nought to cheer one but the 
sole, everlasting, obligatory promenade, the daily 
drive to the Corso and the Pincio. 

At home, absolute obedience was the rule; the tie 
of relationship possessed an authority, a strength, 
which made both women bow to the will of the 
Count, without possible thought of rebellion; and to 
the Count^s will was added that of Donna Serafina 
and that of Cardinal Pio, both of whom were stern 
defenders of the old-time customs. Since the Pope 
had ceased to show himself in Eome, the post of 
grand equerry had left the Count considerable leisure, 
for the number of equipages in the pontifical stables 
had been very largely reduced; nevertheless, he was 
constant in his attendance at the Vatican, where his 
duties were now a mere matter of parade, and ever 
increased his devout zeal as a mark of protest against 
the usurping monarchy installed at the Quirinal. 
However, Benedetta had just attained her twentieth 
year, when one evening her father returned coughing 
and shivering from some ceremony at St. Peter’s. 
A week later he died, carried off by inflammation of 
the lungs. And despite their mourning, the loss was 
secretly considered a deliverance by both women, who 
now felt that they were free. 
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Thenceforward Ernesta had but one thought, that 
of saving her daughter from that awful life of immure- 
ment and entombment. She herself had sorrowed too 
deeply : it was no longer possible for her to remount 
the current of existence ; but she was unwilling that 
Benedetta should in her turn lead a life contrary to 
nature, in a voluntary grave. Moreover, similar lassi- 
tude and rebellion were showing themselves among 
other patrician families, which, after the sulking of 
the first years, were beginning to draw nearer to the 
Quirinal. Why indeed should the children, eager for 
action, liberty, and sunlight, perpetually keep up the 
quarrel of the fathers ? And so, though no reconcilia- 
tion could take place between the black world and the 
white world,^ intermediate tints were already appear- 
ing, and some unexpected matrimonial alliances were 
contracted. 

Ernesta for her part was indifferent to the political 
question; she knew next to nothing about it; but 
that which she passionately desired was that her race 
might at last emerge from that hateful sepulchre, that 
black, silent Boccanera mansion, where her womaAs 
joys had been frozen by so long a death. She had 
suffered very grievously in her heart, as girl, as lover, 
and as wife, and yielded to anger at the thought that 
her life should have been so spoiled, so lost through 
idiotic resignation. Then, too, her mind was greatly 
influenced by the choice of a new confessor at this 
period ; for she had remained very religious, practis- 
ing all the rites of the Church, and ever docile to the 

iThe “ blacks’^ are tbe supporters of tbe papacy, the “ whites 
those of the King of Italy. — Trans, 
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advice of her spiritual director. To free herself the 
more, hcwever, she now quitted the J esuit father 
whom her husband had chosen for her, and in his 
stead took Abbe Pisoni, the rector of the little church 
of Sta. Brigida, on the Piazza Parnese, close by. He 
was a man of fifty, very gentle, and very good-hearted, 
of a benevolence seldom found in the Roman world; 
and archaeology, a passion for the old stones of the 
past, had made him an ardent patriot. Humble though 
his position was, folks whispered that he had on sev- 
eral occasions served as an intermediary in delicate 
matters between the Vatican and the Quirinal. And, 
becoming confessor not only of Ernesta but of Bene- 
detta also, he was fond of discoursing to them about 
the grandeur of Italian unity, the triumphant sway 
that Italy would exercise when the Pope and the King 
should agree together. 

Meantime Benedetta and Dario loved as on the first 
day, patiently, with the strong tranquil love of those 
who know that they belong to one another. But it 
happened that Ernesta threw herself between them 
and stubbornly opposed their marriage. Ho, no ! her 
daughter must not espouse that Dario, that cousin, the 
last of the name, who in his turn would immure his 
wife in the black sepulchre of the Boccanera palace ! 
Their union would be a prolongation of entombment, 
an aggravation of ruin, a repetition of the haughty 
wretchedness of the past, of the everlasting peevish 
sulking which depressed and benumbed one! She 
was well acquainted with the young man’s character ; 
she knew that he was egotistical and weak, incapable 
of thinking and acting, predestined to bury Ms race 
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witiL a smile on Ms lips, to let tlie last remnant of the 
house crumble about his head without attempting the 
slightest effort to found a new family. And that 
which she desired was fortune in another guise, a new 
birth for her daughter with wealth and the florescence 
of life amid the victors and powerful ones of to- 
morrow. 

From that moment the mother did not cease her 
stubborn efforts to ensure her daughter’s happiness 
despite herself. She told her of her tears, entreated 
her not to renew her own deplorable career. Yet she 
would have failed, such was the calm determination 
of the girl who had for ever given her heart, if certain 
circumstances had not brought her into connection 
with such a son-in-law as she dreamt of. At that 
very Villa Montefiori where Benedetta and Dario had 
plighted their troth, she met Count Prada, son of 
Orlando, one of the heroes of tlie reunion of Italy. 
Arriving in Kome from Milan, with his father, when 
eighteen years of age, at the time of the occupation of 
the city by the Italian Government, Prada had first 
entered the Ministry of Finances as a mere clerk, 
whilst the old warrior, his sire, created a senator, 
lived scantily on a petty income, the last remnant of 
a fortune spent in his country’s service. The fine 
war-like madness of the former comrade of Garibaldi 
had, however, in the son turned into a fierce appetite 
for booty, so that the young man became one of the 
real conquerors of Eome, one of those birds of prey 
that dismembered and devoured the city. Engaged 
in vast speculations on land, already wealthy accord- 
ing to popular report, he had — at the time of meeting 
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Bmesta — just become intimate 'with. Prince Onofrio, 
whose head he had turned by suggesting to him the 
idea of selling the far-spreading grounds of the ViHa 
Montefiori for the erection of a new suburban district 
on the site. Others averred that he was the lover of 
the princesSj the beautiful Plaviaj whO; although nine 
years his senior, was still superb. And, truth to tell, 
he was certainly a man of violent desires, with an 
eagerness to rush on the spoils of conquest which ren- 
dered him utterly unscrupulous with regard either to 
the wealth or to the wives of others. 

Prom the jdi'st day that he beheld Benedetta he de- 
sired her. But she, at any rate, could only become 
his by marriage. And he did not for a moment hesi- 
tate, but broke off all connection with Plavia, eager as 
he was for the pure virgin beauty, the patrician youth 
of the other. When he realised that Ernesta, the 
mother, favoured him, he asked her daughter’s hand, 
feeling certain of success. And the surprise was 
great, for he was some fifteen years older than the 
girl. However, he was a count, he bore a name which 
was already historical, he was piling up millions, he 
was regarded with favour at the Quirinal, and none 
could tell to what heights he might not attain. All 
Eome became impassioned. 

Hever afterwards was Benedetta able to explain to 
herself how it happened that she had eventually con- 
sented. Six months sooner, six months later, such a 
marriage would certainly have been impossible, given 
the fearful scandal which it raised in the black world. 
A Boccanera, the last maiden of that antique papal 
race, given to a Prada, to one of the despoilers of the 
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diurcli ! Was it credible ? In order that tbe wild 
project might prove successful it bad been necessary 
that it should be formed at a particular brief moment 
— a moment when a supreme effort was being made 
to conciliate the Vatican and the Quirinal. A report 
circulated that an agreement was on the point of be- 
ing arrived at, that the King consented to recognise 
the Pope’s absolute sovereignty over the Leonine 
City/ and a narrow band of territory extending to 
the sea. And if such were the case would not the 
marriage of Benedetta and Prada become, so to say, 
a symbol of union, of national reconciliation ? That 
lovely girl, the pure lily of the black world, was she 
not the acquiescent sacrifice, the pledge granted to 
the whites ? 

For a fortnight nothing else was talked of ; people 
discussed the question, allowed their emotion rein, in- 
dulged in all sorts of hopes. The girl, for her part, 
did not enter into the political reasons, but simply 
listened to her heart, which she could not bestow since 
it was hers no more. From morn till night, however, 
she had to encounter her mother’s prayers entreating 
her not to refuse the fortune, the life which offered. 
And she was particularly exercised by the counsels of 
her confessor, good Abbe Pisoni, whose patriotic zeal 
now bxirst forth. He weighed upon her with all his 
faith in the Christian destinies of Italy, and returned 
heartfelt thanks to Providence for having chosen one of 
his penitents as the instrument for hastening the recon- 

1 The Vatican suburb of Borne, called tbe Givitas Leonina, be- 
cause Leo IV, to protect it from the Saracens and Arabs, enclosed 
it with walls in the ninth century. — Trans. 
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ciliation wMcli would work G-od’s triumpL. tkrongliout 
tke world. And her confessor^s influence was cer- 
tainly one of tke decisiye factors in skaping Bene- 
detta’s decision^ for ske was rery pious^ very devout; 
especially witk regard to a certain Madonna wkose 
image ske went to adore every Sunday at tke little 
ckurck on tke Piazza Parnese. One circumstance in 
particular struck ker : Abbe Pisoni related that tke 
flame of tke lamp before tke image in question whit- 
ened each time that he himself knelt there to beg tke 
Virgin to incline kis penitent to the all-redeeming 
marriage. And thus superior forces intervened ; and 
ske yielded in obedience to ker mother; whom tke 
Cardinal and Donna Serafina had at first opposed; but 
whom they left free to act when tke religious question 
arose. 

Benedetta had grown up in suck absolute purity 
and ignorance, knowing nothing of herself, so shut 
ofl from existence, that marriage with another than 
Dario was to ker simply tke rupture of a long-kept 
promise of life in common. It was not tke violent 
wrenching of heart and flesh that it would have been 
in tke case of a woman who knew the facts of life. 
Ske wept a good deal, and then in a day of self-sur- 
render ske married Prada, lacking tke strength to con- 
tinue resisting everybody, and yielding to a union 
which all Kome had conspired to bring about. 

But tke clap of thunder came on tke very night of 
tke nuptials. Was it that Prada, tke Piedmontese, 
tke Italian of tke IN’orth, tke man of conquest, dis- 
played towards kis bride the same brutality that he 
had shown towards tke city he had sacked ? Or was 



ROME 


T9 


it that the revelation of married life filled Benedetta 
with reptdsion since nothing in her own heart re- 
sponded to the passion of this man ? On that point 
she never clearly explained herself ; but with violence 
she shut the door of her room, locked it and bolted 
it, and refused to admit her husband. Bor a month 
Prada was maddened by her scorn. He felt outraged ; 
both his pride and his passion bled ; and he swore to 
master her, even as one masters a colt, with the whip. 
But all his virile fury was impotent against the in- 
domitable determination which had sprung up one 
evening behind Benedetta^s small and lovely brow. 
The spirit of the Boccaneras had awoke within her ; 
nothing in the world, not even the fear of death, 
would have induced her to become her husband^s wife.^ 
And then, love being at last revealed to her, there 
came a return of her heart to Dario, a conviction that 
she must reserve herself for him alone, since it was to 
him that she had promised herself. 

Ever since that marriage, which he had borne like 
a bereavement, the young man had been travelling in 
Prance. She did not hide the truth from him, but 
wrote to him, again vowing that she would never be 
another’s. And meantime her piety increased, her 
resolve to reserve herself for the lover she had chosen 
mingled in her mind with constancy of religious faith. 
The ardent heart of a great amorosa had ignited 

1 Many readers will doubtless remember that tbe situation as 
bere described is somewhat akin to that of the earlier part of M. 
George Ohnet’s Ironmaster, which, in its form as a novel, I trans- 
lated into English many years ago. However, all resemblance be- 
tween Borne and the Ironmaster is confined to this one point. — 
Tram* 
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■witliin her, she was ready for martyrdom for faith’s 
sake. And when her despairing mother with clasped 
hands entreated her to resign herself to her conjugal 
duties, she replied that she owed no duties, since she 
had known nothing when she married. Moreover, the 
times were changing; the attempts to reconcile the 
Quirinal and the Vatican had failed, so completely, in- 
deed, that the newspapers of the rival parties had, 
with renewed violence, resumed their campaign of 
mutual insult and outrage ; and thus that triumphal 
marriage, to which every one had contributed as to a 
pledge of peace, crumbled amid the general smash-up, 
became but a ruin the more added to so many others. 

Ernesta died of it. She had made a mistake. Her 
spoilt life— the life of a joyless wife — had culmi- 
nated in this supreme maternal error. And the worst 
was that she alone had to bear all the responsibility 
of the disaster, for both her brother, the Cardinal, 
and her sister, Donna Serafina, overwhelmed her with 
reproaches. For consolation she had but the despair 
of Abbe' Pisoni, whose patriotic hopes had been de- 
stroyed, and who was consumed with grief at having 
contributed to such a catastrophe. And one morning 
Ernesta was found, icy white and cold, in her bed. 
Folks talked of the rupture of a blood-vessel, but grief 
had been sufdcient, for she had suffered frightfully, 
secretly, without a plaint, as indeed she had suffered 
all her life long. 

At this time Benedetta had been married about a 
twelvemonth: still strong in her resistance to her 
husband, but remaining under the conjugal roof in 
order to spare her mother the terrible blow of a public 
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scandal. However, lier aunt Serafina had brought 
influence to bear on her, by opening to her the hope 
of a possible nullification of her marriage, should she 
throw herself at the feet of the Holy Eather and en- 
treat his intervention. And Serafina ended by per- 
suading her of this, when, deferring to certain advice, 
she removed her from the spiritual control of Abbe 
Pisoni, and gave her the same confessor as herself. 
This was a Jesuit father named Lorenza, a man scarce 
five and thirty, with bright eyes, grave and amiable 
manners, and great persuasive powers. However, it 
was only on the morrow of her mother’s death that 
Benedetta made up her mind, and returned to the 
Palazzo Boccanera, to occupy the apartments where 
she had been born, and where her mother had jusi^ 
passed away. 

Immediately afterwards proceedings for annulling 
the marriage were instituted, in the first instance, for 
inquiry, before the Cardinal Yicar charged with the 
diocese of Borne. It was related that the Contessina 
had only taken this step after a secret audience with 
his Holiness, who had shown her the most encourag- 
ing sympathy. Count Prada at first spoke of apply- 
ing to the law courts to compel his wife to return to 
the conjugal domicile ; but, yielding to the entreaties 
of his old father Orlando, whom the affair greatly 
grieved, he eventually consented to accept the ecclesi- 
astical jurisdiction. He was infuriated, however, to 
find that the nullification of the marriage was solicited 
on the ground of its non-consummation through impo- 
tentia mariti; this being one of the most valid and 
decisive pleas on which the Church of Borne consents 

VOL. I. — 6 
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to part those whom she has joined. And far more 
unhappy marriages than might be imagined are severed 
on these grounds, though the world only gives atten- 
tion to those cases in which people of title or renown 
are concerned, as it did, for instance, with the famous 
Martinez Campos suit. 

In Benedetta’s case, her counsel, Consistorial-Advo- 
cate Morano, one of the leading authorities of the 
Boman bar, simply neglected to mention, in his me- 
moir, that if she was still merely a wife in name, this 
was entirely due to herself. In addition to the evi- 
dence of friends and servants, showing on what terms 
the husband and wife had lived since their marriage, 
the advocate produced a certificate of a medical char- 
acter, showing that the non-consummation of the union 
was certain. And the Cardinal Vicar, acting as Bishop 
of Eome, had thereupon remitted the case to the Con- 
gregation of the Council. This was a first success for 
Benedetta, and matters remained in this position. She 
was waiting for the Congregation to deliver its final 
pronouncement, hoping that the ecclesiastical dissolu- 
tion of the marriage would prove an irresistible argu- 
ment in favour of the divorce which she meant to 
solicit of the civil courts. And meantime, in the icy 
rooms where her mother Ernesta, submissive and des- 
olate, had lately died, the Contessina resumed her 
girlish life, showing herself calm, yet very firm in her 
passion, having vowed that she would belong to none 
but Dario, and that she would not belong to him until 
the day when a priest should have joined them to- 
gether in God’s holy name. 

As it happened, some six months previously, Dario 
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also had taken up Ms abode at the Boccanera palace 
in consequence of the death of his father and the 
catastrophe which had ruined Mm. Prince Onofrio, 
after adopting Prada’s advice and selling the Villa 
Montefiori to a financial company for ten million lire,^ 
had, instead of prudently keeping his money in his 
pockets, succumbed to the fever of speculation which 
was consuming Eome. He began to gamble, buying 
back his own land, and ending by losing everything 
in the formidable hrack which was swallowing up the 
wealth of the entire city. Totally ruined, somewhat 
deeply in debt even, the Prince nevertheless continued 
to promenade the Corso, like the handsome, smiling, 
popular man he was, when he accidentally met his 
death through falling from his horse ; and four months 
later his widow, the ever beautiful Plavia — who had 
managed to save a modern villa and a personal income 
of forty thousand lire^ from the disaster — was re- 
married to a man of magnificent presence, her junior 
by some ten years. This was a Swiss named Jules 
Laporte, originally a sergeant in the Papal Swiss 
Guard, then a traveller for a shady business in relics,’^ 
and finally Marchese Montefiore, having secured that 
title in securing his wife, thanks to a special brief of 
the Holy Father. Thus the Princess Boccanera had 
again become the Marchioness Montefiori. 

I.t was then that Cardinal Boccanera, feeling greatly 
hurt, insisted on his nephew Dario coming to live with 
him, in a small apartment on the first floor of the 
palazzo. In the heart of that holy man, who seemed 
dead to the world, there still lingered pride of name 
1400,0002. 2i,8ooz. 
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aud lineage, with a feeling of affection for his young, 
slightly built nephew, the last of the race, the only 
one by whom the old stock might blossom anew. 
Moreover, he was not opposed to Dario’s marriage 
with Benedetta, whom he also loved with a paternal 
affection ; and so proud was he of the family honour, 
and so convinced of the young people’s pious rectitude 
that, in taking them to live with him, he absolutely 
scorned the abominable rumours which Count Prada’s 
friends in the white world had begun to circulate ever 
since the two cousins had resided under the same roof. 
Donna Serafina guarded Benedetta, as he, the Cardinal, 
guarded Dario, and in the silence and the gloom of 
the vast deserted mansion, ensanguined of olden time 
by so many tragic deeds of violence, there now only 
remained these four with their restrained, stilled pas- 
sions, last survivors of a crumbling world upon the 
threshold of a new one. 

When Abbe Pierre Froment all at once awoke from 
sleep, his head heavy with painful dreams, he was 
worried to find that the daylight was already waning. 
His watch, which he hastened to consult, pointed to 
six o’clock. Intending to rest for an hour at the ut- 
most, he had slept on for nearly seven hours, over- 
come beyond power of resistance. And even on awak- 
ing he remained on the bed, helpless, as though he 
were conq[uered before he had fought. Why, he won- 
dered, did he experience this prostration, this unrea- 
sonable discouragement, this quiver of doubt which 
had come he knew not whence during his sleep, and 
which was annihilating his youthful enthusiasm of 
the morning? Plad the Boccaneras any connection 
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witli this sudden weakening of Ms powers ? He had 
espied dim disquieting figures in the black night of 
his dreams ; and the anguish which they had brought 
him continued, and he again evoked them, scared as 
he was at thus awaking in a strange room, full of 
uneasiness in presence of the unknown. Things no 
longer seemed natural to him. He could not under- 
stand why Benedetta should have written to Viscount 
Philibert de la Choue to tell him that his, Pierre^s, 
book had been denounced to the Congregation of the 
Index. What interest too could she have had in his 
coming to Eome to defend himself; and with what 
object had she carried her amiability so far as to de- 
sire that he should take up Ms quarters in the man- 
sion? Pierre’s stupefaction indeed arose from Ms 
being there, on that bed in that strange room, in that 
palace whose deep, death-like silence encompassed him. 
As he lay there, his limbs still overpowered and Ms 
brain seemingly empty, a flash of light suddenly came 
to him, and he realised that there must be certain cir- 
cumstances that he knew nothing of — that, simple 
though things appeared, they must really hide some 
complicated intrigue. However, it was only a fugitive 
gleam of enlightenment ; his suspicions faded ; and he 
rose up shaking himself and accusing the gloomy twi- 
light of being the sole cause of the sMvering and the 
despondency of wMch he felt ashamed. 

In order to bestir himself, Pierre began to examine 
the two rooms. They were furnished simply, almost 
meagrely, in mahogany, there being scarcely any two 
articles alike, though all dated from the beginning of 
the century. Heither the bed nor the windows nor 
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tlie doors Ixad any hangings. On the floor of bare 
tiles, coloured red and polished, there were merely 
some little foot-mats in front of the various seats. And 
at sight of this middle-class bareness and coldness 
Pierre ended by remembering a room where he had 
slept in childhood — a room at Versailles, at the abode 
of his grandmother, who had kept a little grocer’s 
shop there in the days of Louis Philippe. However, 
he became interested in an old painting which hung in 
the bed-room, on the wall facing the bed, amidst some 
childish and valueless engravings. But partially dis- 
cernible in the waning light, this painting represented 
a woman seated on some projecting stone- work, on the 
threshold of a great stern building, whence she seemed 
to have been driven forth. The folding doors of bronze 
had for ever closed behind her, yet she remained there 
in a mere drapery of white linen; whilst scattered 
articles of clothing, thrown forth chance-wise with a 
violent hand, lay upon the massive granite steps. Her 
feet were bare, her arms were bare, and her hands, dis- 
torted by bitter agony, were pressed to her face — a 
face which one saw not, veiled as it was by the tawny 
gold of her rippling, streaming hair. What nameless 
grief, what fearful shame, what hateful abandonment 
was thus being hidden by that rejected one, that linger- 
ing victim of love, of whose unknown story one might 
for ever dream with tortured heart ? It could be di- 
vined that she was adorably young and beautiful in 
her wretchedness, in the shred of linen draped about 
her shoulders; but a mystery enveloped everything 
else — her passion, possibly her misfortune, perhaps 
even her transgression — unless, indeed, she were 
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tliere merely as a symbol of all that shivers and that 
weeps visageless before the ever closed portals of the 
unknown. Eor a long time Pierre looked at her, and 
so intently that he at last imagined he could distin- 
guish her profile, divine in its purity and expression 
of suffering. But this was only an illusion ; the paint- 
ing had greatly suffered, blackened by time and neg- 
lect; and he asked himself whose work it might be 
that it should move him so intensely. On the ad- 
joining wall a picture of a Madonna, a bad copy of 
an eighteenth-century painting, irritated him by the 
banality of its smile. 

Night was falling faster and faster, and, opening the 
sitting-room window, Pierre leant out. On the other 
bank of the Tiber facing him arose the Janiculum, the 
height whence he had gazed upon Pome that morning. 
But at this dim hour Rome was no longer the city of 
youth and dreamland soaring into the early sunshine. 
The night was raining down, grey and ashen; the 
horizon was becoming blurred, vague, and mournful. 
Yonder, to the left, beyond the sea of roofs, Pierre 
could still divine the presence of the Palatine; and 
yonder, to the right, there still arose the Dome of St. 
Peter^s, now grey like slate against the leaden sky; 
whilst behind him the Quirinal, which he could not 
see, must also be fading away into the misty night. 
A few minutes went by, and everything became yet 
more blurred; he realised that Rome was fading, 
departing in its immensity of which he knew nothing. 
Then his causeless doubt and disquietude again came 
on him so painfully that he could no longer remain at 
the window. He closed it and sat down, letting the 
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darkness submerge him with its flood of infinite sad- 
ness. And his despairing reverie only ceased when 
the door gently opened and the glow of a lamp enliv- 
ened the room. 

It was Vietorine who came in quietly, bringing the 
light. “Ah! so you are up, Monsieur TAbbe,’’ said 
she; “I came in at about four o’clock but I let you 
sleep on. You have done quite right to take all the 
rest you required.” 

Then, as he complained of pains and shivering, 
she became anxious. “ Don’t go catching their nasty 
fevers,” she said. “ It isn’t at all healthy near their 
river, you know. Don Yigilio, his Eminence’s secre- 
tary, is always having the fever, and I assure you 
that it isn’t pleasant.” 

She accordingly advised him to remain upstairs and 
lie down again. She would excuse his absence to the 
Princess and the Contessina. And he ended by let- 
ting her do as she desired, for he was in no state to 
have any will of his own. By her advice he dined, 
partaking of some soup, a wing of a chicken, and 
some preserves, which Griaccomo, the big lackey, 
brought up to him. And the food did him a great 
deal of good ; he felt so restored that he refused to go 
to bed, desiring, said he, to thank the ladies that very 
evening for their kindly hospitality. As Donna Sera- 
fina received on Mondays he would present himself 
before her. 

“Very good,” said Vietorine approvingly. “As you 
are all right again it can do you no harm, it will even 
enliven you. The best thing will be for Don Vigilio 
to come for you at nine o’clock and accompany you. 
Wait for him here.” 
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Pierre had just washed and put on the new cassock 
he had brought with him, when, at nine o^clock pre- 
cisely, he heard a discreet knock at his door. A little 
priest came in, a man scarcely thirty years of age, but 
thin and debile of build, with a long, seared, saffron- 
coloured face. Por two years past attacks of fewer, 
coming on every day at the same hour, had been con- 
suming him. hlevertheless, whenever he forgot to con- 
trol the black eyes which lighted his yellow face, they 
shone out ardently with the glow of his fiery soul. He 
bowed, and then in fluent French introduced himself 
in this simple fashion : Don Vigilio, Monsieur PAbbe, 
who is entirely at your service. If you are willing, 
we will go down.^^ 

Pierre immediately followed him, expressing his 
thanks, and Don Yigilio, relapsing into silence, an- 
swered his remarks with a smile. Having descended 
the small staircase, they found themselves on the sec- 
ond floor, on the spacious landing of the grand stair- 
case. And Pierre was surprised and saddened by the 
scanty illumination, which, as in some dingy lodging- 
house, was limited to a few gas-jets, placed far apart, 
their yellow splotches but faintly relieving the deep 
gloom of the lofty, endless corridors. All was gigantic 
and funereal. Even on the landing, where was the 
entrance to Donna Serafina’s apartments, facing those 
occupied by her niece, nothing indicated that a recep- 
tion was being held that evening. The door remained 
closed, not a sound came from the rooms, a death-like 
silence arose from the whole palace. And Don Vigilio 
did not even ring, but, after a fresh bow, discreetly 
turned the door-handle. 
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A single petroleum lamp, placed on a table, lighted 
the ante-room, a large apartment with bare fresco- 
painted walls, simulating hangings of red and gold, 
draped regularly all around in the antique fashion. A 
few men’s overcoats and two ladies’ mantles lay on the 
chairs, whilst a pier table was littered with hats, and 
a servant sat there dozing, with his back to the wall. 

However, as Don Vigilio stepped aside to allow 
Pierre to enter a first reception-room, hung with red 
brocatelle, a room but dimly lighted and which he im- 
agined to be empty, the young priest found himself 
face to face with an apparition in black, a woman whose 
features he could not at first distinguish. Fortunately 
he heard his companion say, with a low bow, ^^Con- 
tessina, I have the honour to present to you Monsieur 
I’Abbe Pierre Froment, who arrived from France this 
morning.” 

Then, for a moment, Pierre remained alone with 
Eenedetta in that deserted salon^ in the sleepy glim- 
mer of two lace-veiled lamps. At present, however, a 
sound of voices came from a room beyond, a larger 
apartment whose doorway, with folding doors thrown 
wide open, described a parallelogram of brighter light. 

The young woman at once showed herself very affa- 
ble, with perfect simplicity of manner : “ Ah ! I am 
happy to see you, Monsieur FAbb^. I was afraid that 
your indisposition might be serious. You are quite 
recovered now, are you not ? ” 

Pierre listened to her, fascinated by her slow and 
rather thick voice, in which restrained passion seemed 
to mingle with much prudent good sense. And at last 
he saw her, with her hair so heavy and so dark, her 
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skin so wMte, the whiteness of ivory. She had a round 
face, with somewhat full lips, a small refined nose, feat- 
ures as delicate as a child’s. But it was especially 
her eyes that lived, immense eyes, whose infinite depths 
none could fathom. Was she slumbering ? Was she 
dreaming ? Did her motionless face conceal the ardent 
tension of a great saint and a great amorosa ? So 
white, so young, and so calm, her every movement was 
harmonious, her appearance at once very staid, very 
noble, and very rhythmical. In her ears she wore two 
large pearls of matchless purity, pearls which had 
come from a famous necklace of her mother’s, known 
throughout Rome. 

Pierre apologised and thanked her. You see me 
in confusion, madame,” said he ; I should have liked 
to express to you this morning my gratitude for your 
great kindness.” 

He had hesitated to call her madame, remembering 
the plea brought forward in the suit for the dissolution 
of her marriage. But plainly enough everybody must 
call her madame. Moreover, her face had retained 
its calm and kindly expression. 

Consider yourself at home here, Monsieur I’Abbd,” 
she responded, wishing to put him at his ease. “ It is 
sufficient that our relative, Monsieur de la Choue, 
should be fond of you, and take interest in your work. 
I have, you know, much affection for him.” Then her 
voice faltered slightly, for she realised that she ought 
to speak of the book, the one reason of Pierre’s jour- 
ney and her proffered hospitality. Yes,” she added, 
^^the Viscount sent me your book. I read it and 
found it very beautiful. It disturbed me. But I am 
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only an ignoramus, and certainly failed to understand 
everything in it. We must talk it over together ; you 
will explain your ideas to me^ won^t you, Monsieur 
PAbhe?^^ 

In her large clear eyes, which did not know how to 
lie, Pierre then read the surprise and emotion of a 
child’s soul when confronted by disquieting and un- 
dreamt-of problems. So it was not she who had be- 
come impassioned and had desired to have him near 
her that she might sustain him and assist his victory. 
Once again, and this time very keenly, he suspected a 
secret influence, a hidden hand which was directing 
everything towards some unknown goal. However, 
he was charmed by so much simplicity and frankness 
in so beautiful, young, and noble a creature j and he 
gave himself to her after the exchange of those few 
words, and was about to tell her that she might ab- 
solutely dispose of him, when he was interrupted by 
the advent of another woman, whose tall, slight figure, 
also clad in black, stood out strongly against the 
luminous background of the further reception-room 
as seen through the open doorway. 

^^Well, Benedetta, have you sent Giaccomo up to 
see?” asked the newcomer. “Don Vigilio has just 
come down and he is quite alone. It is improper.” 

“Ho, no, aunt. Monsieur P Abb^ is here,” was the 
reply of Benedetta, hastening to introduce the young 
priest. “Monsieur PAbbe Pierre Proment — The 
Princess Boccanera.” 

Ceremonious salutations were exchanged. The Prin- 
cess must have been nearly sixty, but she laced herself 
so tightly that from behind one might have taken her 
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for a young woman. This tight lacing, however, was 
her last coquetry. Her hair, though still plentiful, 
was quite white, her eyebrows alone remaining black 
in her long, wrinkled face, from which projected the 
large obstinate nose of the family. She had never 
been beautiful, and had remained a spinster, wounded 
to the heart by the selection of Count Brandini, who 
had preferred her younger sister, Ernesta. Erom that 
moment she had resolved to seek consolation and satis- 
faction in family pride alone, the hereditary pride of 
the great name which she bore. The Boccaneras had 
already supplied two Popes to the Church, and she 
hoped that before she died her brother would become 
the third. She had transformed herself into his house- 
keeper, as it were, remaining with him, watching over 
him, and advising him, managing all the household 
affairs herself, and accomplishing miracles in order to 
conceal the slow ruin which was bringing the ceilings 
about their heads. If every Monday for thirty years 
past she had continued receiving a few intimates, all 
of them folks of the Vatican, it was from high political 
considerations, so that her drawing-room might remain 
a meeting-place of the black world, a power and a 
threat. 

And Pierre divined by her greeting that she deemed 
him of little account, petty foreign priest that he was, 
not even a prelate. This too again surprised him, 
again brought the puzzling question to the fore : Why 
had he been invited, what was expected of him in this 
society from which the humble were usually excluded ? 
Knowing the Princess to be austerely devout, he at 
last fancied that she received him solely out of regard 
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for her kinsmaiij the Viscount, for in her turn she only 
found these words of welcome: ^^We are so pleased 
to receive good news of Monsieur de la Choue ! He 
brought us such a beautiful pilgrimage two years ago.'' 

Passing the first through the doorway, she at last 
ushered the young priest into the adjoining reception- 
room. It was a spacious square apartment, hung with 
old yellow hrocatelle of a flowery Louis XIV pattern. 
The lofty ceiling was adorned with a very fine panel- 
ling, carved and coloured, with gilded roses in each 
compartment. The furniture, however, was of all 
sorts. There were some high mirrors, a couple of 
superb gilded pier tables, and a few handsome sev- 
enteenth-century arm-chairs; but all the rest was 
wretched. A heavy round table of first-empire style, 
which had come nobody knew whence, caught the eye 
with a medley of anomalous articles picked up at some 
bazaar, and a quantity of cheap photographs littered 
the costly marble tops of the pier tables. Xo interest- 
ing article of virtii was to be seen. The old paintings 
on the walls were with two exceptions feebly executed. 
There was a delightful example of an unknown primi- 
tive master, a fourteenth-century Visitation, in which 
the Virgin had the stature and pure delicacy of a child 
of ten, whilst the Archangel, huge and superb, inun- 
dated her with a stream of dazzling, superhuman love ; 
and in front of this hung an antique family portrait, 
depicting a very beautiful young girl in a turban, who 
was thought to be Cassia Boccanera, the amorosa and 
avengeress who had flung herself into the Tiber with 
her brother Ercole and the corpse of her lover, Flavio 
Corradini. Four lamps threw a broad, peaceful glow 
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over the faded room, and, like a melancholy snnsetj 
tinged it with yellow. It looked grave and bare^ with 
not even a flower in a vase to brighten it. 

In a few words Donna Serafina at once introduced 
Pierre to the company ; and in the silence, the pause 
which ensued in the conversation, he felt that every 
eye was fixed upon him as upon a promised and ex- 
pected curiosity. There were altogether some ten 
persons present, among them being Dario, who stood 
talking with little Princess Celia Buongiovanni, whilst 
the elderly relative who had brought the latter sat whis- 
pering to a prelate, Monsignor Hani, in a dim corner. 
Pierre, however, had been particularly struck by the 
name of Consistorial-Advocate Morano, of whose posi- 
tion in the house Yiscount de la Choue had thought 
proper to inform him in order to avert any unpleasant 
blunder. Por thirty years past Morano had been 
Donna Serafina’s amico. Their connection, formerly 
a guilty one, for the advocate had wife and children 
of his own, had in course of time, since he had been 
left a widower, become one of those liaisons which tol- 
erant people excuse and except. Both parties were ex- 
tremely devout and had certainly assured themselves 
of all needful indulgences.” And thus Morano was 
there in the seat which he had always taken for a 
quarter of a century past, a seat beside the chimney- 
piece, though as yet the winter fire had not been 
lighted, and when Donna Serafima had discharged her 
duties as mistress of the house, she returned to her 
own place in front of him, on the other side of the 
chimney. 

When Pierre in his turn had seated himself near 
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Don Yigilio, ^vh.o, silent and discreet, had already 
taken a chair, Dario resumed in a louder voice the 
story which he had been relating to Celia. Dario was 
a handsome man, of average height, slim and elegant. 
He wore a full beard, dark and carefully tended, and 
had the long face and pronounced nose of the Bocca- 
neras, but the impoverishment of the family blood 
over a course of centuries had attenuated, softened as 
it were, any sharpness or undue prominence of feature. 

Oh 1 a beauty, an astounding beauty ! he repeated 
emphatically. 

''Whose beauty?'' asked Benedetta, approaching 
him. 

Celia, who resembled the little Virgin of the primi- 
tive master hanging above her head, began to laugh. 
" Oh ! Dario's speaking of a poor girl, a work-girl 
whom he met to-day," she explained. 

Thereupon Dario had to begin his narrative again. 
It appeared that while passing along a narrow street 
near the Piazza Havona, he had perceived d tall, 
shapely girl of twenty, who was weeping and sobbing 
violently, prone upon a flight of steps. Touched par- 
ticularly by her beauty, he had approached her and 
learnt that she had been working in the house outside 
which she was, a manufactory of wax beads, but that, 
slack times having come, the workshops had closed 
and she did not dare to return home, so fearful was 
the misery there. Amidst the downpour of her tears 
she raised such beautiful eyes to his that he ended by 
drawing some money from his pocket. But at this, 
crimson with confusion, she sprang to her feet, hiding 
her hands in the folds of her skirt, and refusing to 
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take anything. She added, however, that he might 
follow her if it so pleased him, and give the money to 
her mother. And then she hurried off towards the 
Ponte St^ Angelo.^ 

“ Yes, she was a beauty, a perfect beauty, repeated 
Dario with an air of ecstasy. Taller than I, and slim 
though sturdy, with the bosom of a goddess. In fact, 
a real antique, a Yenus of twenty, her chin rather bold, 
her mouth and nose of perfect form, and her eyes 
wonderfully pure and large ! And she was bare-headed 
too, with nothing but a crown of heavy black hair, and 
a dazzling face, gilded, so to say, by the sun.’’ 

They had all begun to listen to him, enraptured, full 
of that passionate admiration for beauty which, in 
spite of every change, Eome still retains in her heart. 

“ Those beautiful girls of the people are becoming 
very rare,” remarked Morano. You might scour the 
Trastevere without finding any. However, this proves 
that there is at least one of them left.” 

“ And what was your goddess’s name ? ” asked 
Benedetta, smiling, amused and enraptured like the 
others. 

Pierina,” replied Dario, also with a laugh. 

And what did you do with her ? ” 

At this question the young man’s excited face as- 
sumed an expression of discomfort and fear, like the 
face of a child on suddenly encountering some ugly 
creature amidst its play. 

Oh ! don’t talk of it,” said he. I felt very sorry 
afterwards. I saw such misery — enough to make 
one ill.” 

1 Bridge of St. Angelo. 

VOL. I. — 7 
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Yielding to Ms curiosity, it seemed, lie had followed 
the girl across the Ponte St^ Angelo into the new 
district which was being built over the former castle 
meadows^; and there, on the first floor of an aban- 
doned house wMch was already falling into ruins, 
though the plaster was scarcely dry, he had come 
upon a frightful spectacle wMch still stirred his heart : 
a whole family, father and mother, children, and an 
infirm old uncle, dying of hunger and rotting in filth ! 
He selected the most dignified words he could think of 
to describe the scene, waving his hand the while with a 
gesture of fright, as if to ward ofl some horrible vision. 

^^At last,'^ he concluded, ran away, and you may 
be sure that I shaMt go back again.” 

A general wagging of heads ensued in the cold, irk- 
some silence which fell upon the room. Then Morano 
summed up the matter in a few bitter words, in which 
he accused the despoilers, the men of the Quirinal, of 
being the sole cause of all the frightful misery of Rome. 
Were not people even talking of the approaching nomi- 
nation of Deputy Sacco as Minister of Finances — 
Sacco, that intriguer who had engaged in all sorts of 
underhand practices ? His appointment would be the 
climax of impudence ; bankruptcy would speedily and 
infallibly ensue. 

Meantime Benedetta, who had fixed her eyes on 
Pierre, with his book in her mind, alone murmured : 

Poor people, how very sad 1 But why not go back 
to see them ? ” 

1 The meadows around the Castle of St. Angelo. The district, 
now covered with buildings, is quite flat and was formerly greatly 
subject to floods. It is hnown as the Quartiere dei Prati.— Tra?is. 
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Pierre, out of -his element and absent-minded during 
the earlier moments, bad been deeply stirred by tbe 
latter part of Dario’s narrative. His thoughts reverted 
to his apostolate amidst the misery of Paris, and his 
heart was touched with compassion at being confronted 
by the story of such fearful sufferings on the very day 
of his arrival in Eome. Unwittingly, impulsively, 
he raised his voice, and said aloud: ^^Oh! we will 
go to see them together, madame ; you will take me. 
These questions impassion me so much.” 

The attention of everybody was then again turned 
upon the young priest. The others questioned him, 
and he realised that they were all anxious about his 
first impressions, his opinion of their city and of them- 
selves. He must not judge Eome by mere outward 
appearances, they said. What effect had the city pro- 
duced on him ? How had he found it, and what did he 
think of it ? Thereupon he politely apologised for his 
inability to answer them. He had not yet gone out, 
said he, and had seen nothing. But this answer was of 
no avail ; they pressed him all the more keenly, and he 
fully understood that their object was to gain him over 
to admiration and love. They advised him, adjured him 
not to yield to any fatal disillusion, but to persist and 
wait until Eome should have revealed to him her soul. 

How long do you expect to remain among us, Mon- 
sieur PAbbe ? ” suddenly inquired a courteous voice, 
with a clear but gentle ring. 

It was Monsignor Hani, who, seated in the gloom, 
thus raised his voice for the first time. On several 
occasions it had seemed to Pierre that the prelate’s 
keen blue eyes were steadily fixed upon him, though 
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all the wMle lie pretended to be attentively listening 
to the drawling chatter of Celia’s aunt. And before 
replying Pierre glanced at him. In his crimson-edged 
cassock; with a violet silk sash drawn tightly around 
his waist; hTani still looked young, although he was 
over fifty. His hair had remained No7id, he had a 
straight refined nose, a mouth very firm yet very deli- 
cate of contour, and beautifully white teeth. 

‘^Why, a fortnight or perhaps three weeks. Mon- 
signor,” replied Pierre. 

The whole salon protested. What, three weeks ! 
It was his pretension to know Eome in three weeks 1 
Why, six weeks, twelve months, ten years were re- 
quired ! The first impression was always a disastrous 
one, and a long sojourn was needed for a visitor to 
recover from it. 

Three weeks ! ” repeated Donna Serafina with her 
disdainful air. ^^Is it possible for people to study 
one another and get fond of one another in three 
weeks ? Those who come back to us are those who 
have learned to know us.” 

Instead of launching into exclamations like the 
others, Hani had at first contented himself with smiling, 
and gently waving his shapely hand, which bespoke 
his aristocratic origin. Then, as Pierre modestly 
explained himself, saying that he had eome to Eome 
to attend to certain matters and would leave again as 
soon as those matters should have been concluded, the 
prelate, still smiling, summed up the argument with 
the remark : Oh ! Monsieur PAbbe will stay with us 
for more than three weeks ; we shall have the happi- 
ness of his presence here for a long time, I hope.” 
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These words, though spoken with quiet cordiality, 
strangely disturbed the young priest. What was 
known, what was meant? He leant towards Don 
Vigilio, who had remained near him, still and ever 
silent, and in a whisper inquired: Who is Mon- 

signor Hani ? ” 

The secretary, however, did not at once reply. His 
feverish face became yet more livid. Then Ms ardent 
eyes glanced round to make sure that nobody was 
watching him, and in a breath he responded : He 

is the Assessor of the Holy Office.’^ ^ 

This information sufficed, for Pierre was not igno- 
rant of the fact that the assessor, who was present 
in silence at the meetings of the Holy Office, waited 
upon his Holiness every Wednesday evening after the 
sitting, to render him an account of the matters dealt 
with in the afternoon. This weekly audience, this 
hour spent with the Pope in a privacy which allowed 
of every subject being broached, gave the assessor an 
exceptional position, one of considerable power. More- 
over the office led to the cardinalate ; the only rise 
that could be given to the assessor was his promotion 
to the Sacred College. 

Monsignor Hani, who seemed so perfectly frank 
and amiable, continued to look at the young priest 
with such an encouraging air that the latter felt 
obliged to go and occupy the seat beside him, which 
Celiacs old aunt at last vacated. After all, was there 
not an omen of victory in meeting, on the very day of 
Ms arrival, a powerful prelate whose influence would 
perhaps open every door to Mm ? He therefore felt 
1 Otherwise the In(iiiisition. 
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very touched when Monsigiior liTaiii^ immediately after 
the first words, inquired in a tone of deep interest, 
“And so, my dear child, you have published a book?^’ 
After this, gradually mastered by his enthusiasm 
and forgetting where he was, Pierre unbosomed him- 
self, and recounted the birth and progress of his burn- 
ing love amidst the sick and the humble, gave voice 
to his dream of a return to the olden Christian com- 
munity, and triumphed with the rejuvenescence of 
Catholicism, developing into the one religion* of the 
universal democracy. Little by little he again raised 
his voice, and silence fell around him in the stern, 
antique reception-room, every one lending ear to his 
words with increasing surprise, with a growing cold- 
ness of which he remained unconscious. 

At last IN'ani gently interrupted him, still wearing 
his perpetual smile, the faint irony of which, however, 
had departed. “Ko doubt, no doubt, my dear child,'' 
he said, “ it is very beautiful, oh ! very beautiful, well 
worthy of the pure and noble imagination of a Chris- 
tian. But what do you count on doing now ? " 

“I shall go straight to the Holy Father to defend 
myself," answered Pierre. 

A light, restrained laugh went round, and Donna 
Serafina expressed the general opinion by exclaiming : 
“ The Holy Father isn't seen as easily as that." 

Pierre, however, was quite impassioned. “Well, 
for my part," he rejoined, “I hope I shall see him. 
Have I not expressed his views? Have I not de- 
fended his policy ? Can he let my book be condemned 
when I believe that I have taken inspiration from all 
that is best in him ? " 
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“No doubt, no doubt,” Nani again hastily replied, 
as if be feared that the others might be too brusque 
with the young enthusiast. “The Holy Father has 
such a lofty mind. And of course it would be neces- 
sary to see him. Only, my dear child, you must not 
excite yourself so much ; reflect a little ; take your 
time.” And, turning to Benedetta, he added, “Of 
course his Eminence has not seen Abbe Eroment yet. 
It would be well, however, that he should receive 
him to-morrow morning to guide him with his wise 
counsel.” 

Cardinal Boccanera never attended his sister^s Mon- 
day-evening receptions. Still, he was always there in 
the spirit, like some absent sovereign master. 

“ To tell the truth,” replied the Contessina, hesitat- 
ing, “ I fear that my uncle does not share Monsieur 
PAbbe’s views.” 

Nani again smiled. “Exactly; he will tell him 
things which it is good he should hear.” 

Thereupon it was at once settled with Don Yigilio 
that the latter would put down the young priest’s 
name for an audience on the following morning at ten 
o’clock. 

However, at that moment a cardinal came in, clad 
in town costume — his sash and Ms stockings red, but 
|iis simar black, with a red edging and red buttons. 
It was Cardinal Sarno, a very old intimate of the 
Boccaneras ; and whilst he apologised for arriving so 
late, through press of work, the company became 
silent and deferentially clustered round Mm. This 
was the first cardinal Pierre had seen, and he felt 
greatly disappointed, for the newcomer had none of 
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the majesty, none of the fine port and presence to 
which he had looked forward. On the contrary, he 
was short and somewhat deformed, with the left 
shoulder higher than the right, and a worn, ashen face 
with lifeless eyes. To Pierre he looked like some old 
clerk of seventy, half stupefied by fifty years of office 
work, dulled and bent by incessantly leaning over his 
writing desk ever since his youth. And indeed that 
was Sarno^s story. The puny child of a petty middle- 
class family, he had been educated at the Seminario 
Eomano. Then later he had for ten years professed 
Canon Law at that same seminary, afterwards becom- 
ing one of the secretaries of the Congregation for the 
Propagation of the Faith. Finally, five and twenty 
years ago, he had been created a cardinal, and the 
jubilee of his cardinalate had recently been celebrated. 
Born in Eome, he had always lived there ; he was the 
perfect type of the prelate who, through growing 
up in the shade of the Vatican, has become one of 
the masters of the world. Although he had never 
occupied any diplomatic post, he had rendered such 
important services to the Propaganda, by his methodi- 
cal habits of work, that he had become president of 
one of the two commissions which furthered the inter- 
ests of the Church in those vast countries of the west 
which are not yet Catholic. And thus, in the depths 
of his dim eyes, behind his low, dull-looking brow, the 
huge map of Christendom was stored away. 

ISfani himself had risen, full of covert respect for the 
unobtrusive but terrible man whose hand was every- 
where, even in the most distant corners of the earth, 
although he had never left his office. As ITani knew, 
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despite liis apparent nullity, Sarno, mtli Ms slow, 
methodical, ably organised work of conquest, possessed 
sufficient power to set empires in confusion. 

^^Has your Eminence recovered from that cold 
wMch distressed us so much?’^ asked isTani. 

hTo, no, I still cough. There is a most malignant 
passage at the offices. I feel as cold as ice as soon as 
I leave my room.” 

Erom that moment Pierre felt quite little, virtually 
lost. He was not even introduced to the Cardi- 
nal. And yet he had to remain in the room for 
nearly another hour, looking around and observing. 
That antiquated world then seemed to him puerile, as 
though it had lapsed into a mournful second cMldhood. 
Under all the apparent haughtiness and proud reserve 
he could divine real timidity, unacknowledged distrust, 
born of great ignorance. If the conversation did not 
become general, it was because nobody dared to speak 
out frankly; and what he heard in the corners was 
simply so much childish chatter, the petty gossip of 
the week, the trivial echoes of sacristies and drawing- 
rooms. People saw but little of one another, and the 
slightest incidents assumed Tiuge proportions. At 
last Pierre ended by feeling as though he were trans- 
ported into some salon of the time of Charles X, in 
one of the episcopal cities of the French provinces. 
JSTo refreshments were served. Celia’s old aunt se- 
cured possession of Cardinal Sarno; but, instead of 
replying to her, he simply wagged his head from time 
to time. Don Vigilio had not opened Ms mouth the 
whole evening. However, a conversation in a very 
low tone was started by Hani and Morano, to whom 
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Donna Serafina listened, leaning forward and express- 
ing lier approval by slowly nodding lier head. They 
were doubtless speaking of the dissolution of Bene- 
detta^s marriage, for they glanced at the young woman 
gravely from time to time. And in the centre of the 
spacious room, in the sleepy glow of the lamps, there 
was only the young people, Benedetta, Dario, and 
Celia who seemed to be at all alive, chattering in 
undertones and occasionally repressing a burst of 
laughter. 

All at once Pierre was struck by the great resem- 
blance between Benedetta and the portrait of Cassia 
hanging on the wall. Each displayed the same deli- 
cate youth, the same passionate mouth, the same 
large, unfathomable eyes, set in the same round, sensi- 
ble, healthy-looking face. In each there was certainly 
the same upright soul, the same heart of flame. Then 
a recollection came to Pierre, that of a painting by 
Guido Beni, the adorable, candid head of Beatrice 
Cenci, which, at that moment and to his thinking, the 
portrait of Cassia closely resembled. This resem- 
blance stirred him and he glanced at Benedetta with 
anxious sympathy, as if all the fierce fatality of race 
and country were about to fall on her. But no, it 
could not be ; she looked so calm, so resolute, and so 
patient ! Besides, ever since he had entered that room 
be had noticed none other than signs of gay fraternal 
tenderness between her and Dario, especially on her 
side, for her face ever retained the bright serenity of 
a love which may be openly confessed. At one mo- 
ment, it is true, Dario in a joking way had caught 
hold of her hands and pressed them; but while he 
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began to laugb rather nervously, with a brighter 
gleam darting from his eyes, she on her side, all com- 
posure, slowly freed her hands, as though theirs was 
but the play of old and aiffectionate friends. She 
loved him, though, it was visible, with her whole being 
and for her whole life. 

At last when Dario, after stifling a slight yawn and 
glancing at his watch, had slipped off to join some 
friends who were playing cards at a lady^s house, 
Benedetta and Celia sat down together on a sofa near 
Pierre ; and the latter, without wishing to listen, over- 
heard a few words of their confidential chat. The 
little Princess was the eldest daughter of Prince Mat- 
teo Buongiovanni, who was already the father of five 
children by an English wife, a Mortimer, to whom he 
was indebted for a dowry of two hundred thousand 
pounds. Indeed, the Buongiovannis were known as 
one of the few patrician families of Eome that were 
still rich, still erect among the ruins of the past, now 
crumbling on every side. They also numbered two 
popes among their forerunners, yet this had not pre- 
vented Prince Matteo from lending support to the 
Quirinal without quarrelling wdth the Vatican. Son 
of an American woman, no longer having the pure 
Eoman blood in his veins, he was a more supple poli- 
tician than other aristocrats, and was also, folks said, 
extremely grasping, struggling to be one of the last 
to retain the wealth and power of olden times, which 
he realised were condemned to death. Yet it was in 
his family, renowned for its superb pride and its con- 
tinued magnificence, that a love romance had lately 
taken birth, a romance which was the subject of end- 
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less gossip: Celia liad suddenly fallen in love with 
a young lieutenant to whom she had never spoken; 
her love was reeiprocatedp and the passionate attach- 
ment of the of6.cer and the girl only found vent in 
the glances they exchanged on meeting each day dur- 
ing the usual drive through the Corso. Nevertheless 
Celia displayed a tenacious will, and after declaring 
to her father that she would never take any other hus- 
band, she was waiting, firm and resolute, in the cer- 
tainty that she would ultimately secure the man of 
her choice. The worst of the affair was that the 
lieutenant, Attilio Sacco, happened to be the son of 
Deputy Sacco, a parvenu whom the black world 
looked down upon, as upon one sold to the Quirinal 
and ready to undertake the very dirtiest job. 

It was for me that Morano spoke just now,’^ Celia 
murmured in Benedetta^s ear. ^^Yes, yes, when he 
spoke so harshly of Attilio’s father and that ministe- 
rial appointment which people are talking about. He 
wanted to give me a lesson.’’ 

The two girls had sworn eternal affection in their 
school-days, and Benedetta, the elder by five years, 
showed herself maternal. And so,” she said, you’ve 
not become a whit more reasonable. You still think 
of that young man ? ” 

^^What! are you going to grieve me too, dear?” 
replied Celia. love Attilio and mean to have 
him. Yes, him and not another! I want him and 
I’ll have him, because I love him and he loves me. 
It’s simple enough.” 

Pierre glanced at her, thunderstruck. With her 
gentle virgin face she was like a candid, budding lily. 
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A. brow aad a nose of blossom-like purity ; a moutb 
all innocence with its lips closing over pearly teeth, 
and eyes like spring water, clear and fathomless. And 
not a quiver passed over her cheeks of satiny fresh- 
ness, no sign, however faint, of anxiety or inquisitive- 
ness appeared in her candid glance. Did she think ? 
Did she know ? Who could have answered ? She was 
virginity personified with all its redoubtable mystery. 

“Ah! my dear,’^ resumed Benedetta, “don’t begin 
my sad story over again. One doesn’t succeed in 
marrying the Pope and the King.” 

All tranquillity, Celia responded: “But you didn’t 
love Prada, whereas I love Attilio. Life lies in that : 
one must love.” 

These words, spoken so naturally by that ignorant 
child, disturbed Pierre to such a point that he felt 
tears rising to his eyes. Love! yes, therein lay the 
solution of every quarrel, the alliance between the na- 
tions, the reign of peace and joy throughout the 
world! However, Donna Serafina had now risen, 
shrewdly suspecting the nature of the conversation 
which was impassioning the two girls. And she gave 
Don Vigilio a glance, which the latter understood, for 
he came to tell Pierre in an undertone that it was time 
to retire. Eleven o’clock was striking, and Celia went 
off with her aunt. Advocate Morano, however, doubt- 
less desired to retain Cardinal Sarno and Kani for a 
few moments in order that they might privately dis- 
cuss some difficulty which had arisen in the divorce 
proceedings. On reaching the outer reception-room, 
Benedetta, after kissing Celia on both cheeks, took 
leave of Pierre with much good grace. 
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answering the Yiscount to-morrow morning/^ 
said she, shall tell him how happy we are to hare 
you with us, and for longer than you think. Don^t 
forget to come down at ten o^clock to see my uncle, 
the Cardinal.” 

Having climbed to the third floor again, Pierre and 
Don Yigilio, each carrying a candlestick which the 
servant had handed to them, were about to part for 
the night, when the former could not refrain from 
asking the secretary a question which had been wor- 
rying him for hours: ^ns Monsignor Hani a very 
influential personage ? ” 

Don Yigilio again became quite scared, and simply 
replied by a gesture, opening his arms as if to embrace 
the world. Then his eyes flashed, and in his turn 
he seemed to yield to inquisitiveness. You already 
knew him, didn’t you ? ” he inquired. 

‘^ 1 ? not at all 1 ” 

^^Eeally! Well, he knows you very well. Last 
Monday I heard him speak of you in such precise 
terms that he seemed to be acquainted with the slight- 
est particulars of your career and your character.” 

^^Why, I never even heard his name before.” 

Then he must have procured information.” 

Thereupon Don Yigilio bowed and entered his room; 
whilst Pierre, surprised to And his door open, saw 
Yictorine come out with her calm active air. 

Ah ! Monsieur 1’ Abbd, I wanted to make sure that 
you had everything you were likely to want. There 
are candles, water, sugar, and matches. And what do 
you take in the morning, please ? Coffee ? Ho, a cup 
of milk with a rolh Yery good ; at eight o’clock, eh ? 
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And now rest and sleep well. I was awfully afraid 
of ghosts during the first nights I spent in this old 
palace ! But I never saw a trace of one. The fact is, 
when people are dead, they are too well pleased, and 
don’t want to break their rest ! ” 

Then off she went, and Pierre at last found himself 
alone, glad to be able to shake off the strain imposed 
on him, to free himself from the discomfort which he 
had felt in that reception-room, among those people 
who in his mind still mingled and vanished like shad- 
ows in the sleepy glow of the lamps. Ghosts, thought 
he, are the old dead ones of long ago whose distressed 
spirits return to love and suffer in the breasts of the 
living of to-day. And, despite his long afternoon rest, 
he had never felt so weary, so desirous of slumber, 
confused and foggy as was his mind, full of the fear 
that he had hitherto not understood things aright. 
When he began to undress, his astonishment at being 
in that room returned to him with such intensity that 
he almost fancied himself another person. What did 
all those people think of his book? Why had he 
been brought to this cold dwelling whose hostility 
he could divine ? Was it for the purpose of helping 
him or conquering him? And again in the yellow 
glimmer, the dismal sunset of the drawing-room, he 
perceived Donna Serafina and Advocate Morano on 
either side of the chimney-piece, whilst behind the 
calm yet passionate visage of Benedetta appeared 
the smiling face of Monsignor iNani, with cunning 
eyes and lips bespeaking indomitable energy. 

He went to bed, but soon got up again, stifling, 
feeling such a need of fresh, free air that he opened 
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tlie window wide in order to lean out. But the night 
was black as ink, the darkness had submerged the 
horizon, A mist must have hidden the stars in the 
firmament ; the vault above seemed opaque and heavy 
like lead ; and yonder in front the houses of the Tras- 
tevere had long since been asleep. ISTot one of all 
their windows glittered ; there was but a single gas- 
light shining, all alone and far away, like a lost spark. 
In vain did Pierre seek the Janiculum. In the depths 
of that ocean of nihility all sunk and vanished, Pome’s 
four and twenty centuries, the ancient Palatine and the 
modern Quirinal, even the giant dome of St. Peter’s, 
blotted out from the sky by the flood of gloom. And 
below him he could not see, he could not even hear the 
Tiber, the dead river flowing past the dead city. 



Ill 


At a quarter to ten clock on the following morn- 
ing Pierre came down to the first floor of the mansion 
for his audience with Cardinal Boceanera. He had 
awoke free of all fatigue and again full of courage 
and candid enthusiasm; nothing remaining of his 
strange despondency of the previous night, the doubts 
and suspicions which had then come over him. The 
morning was so fine, the sky so pure and so bright, 
that his heart once more palpitated with hope. 

On the landing he found the folding doors of the 
first ante-room wide open. While closing the gala 
saloons which overlooked the street, and which were 
rotting with old age and neglect, the Cardinal still 
used the reception-rooms of one of his grand-uncles, 
who in the" eighteenth century had risen to the same 
ecclesiastical dignity as himself. There was a suite 
of four immense rooms, each sixteen feet high, with 
windows facing the lane which sloped down towards 
the Tiber; and the sun never entered them, shut off 
as it was by the black houses across the lane. Thus 
the installation, in point of space, was in keeping 
with the display and pomp of the old-time princely 
dignitaries of the Church. But no repairs were ever 
made, no care was taken of anything, the hangings 
were frayed and ragged, and dust preyed on the fur- 
voL. I. — 8 113 
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niture, amidst an unconcern wMcli seemed to betoken 
some proud resolve to stay tke course of time. 

Pierre experienced a slight shock as he entered the 
first room, the servants^ ante-chamber. Pormerly two 
pontifical gent^ d^dTTni in full uniform had always 
stood there amidst a stream of lackeys 5 and the single 
servant now on duty seemed by his phantom-like 
appearance to increase the melancholiness of the vast 
and gloomy hall. One was particularly struck by an 
altar facing the windows, an altar with red drapery 
surmounted by a balclacchino with red hangings, on 
which appeared the escutcheon of the Boccaneras, the 
winged dragon spitting flames with the device, Bocca 
neTdy Al'iTicb tosscl. And the grand-uncle red hat, 
the old huge ceremonial hat, was also there, with the 
two cushions of red silk, and the two antique parasols 
which were taken in the coach each time his Eminence 
went out. And in the deep silence it seemed as if one 
could almost hear the faint noise of the termites prey- 
ing for a century past upon all this dead splendour, 
which would have fallen into dust at the slightest 
touch of a feather broom. 

The second ante-room, that was formerly occupied 
by the secretary, was also empty, and it was only in the 
third one, the anticamera noMle, that Pierre found 
Don Vigilio. With his retinue reduced to what was 
strictly necessary, the Cardinal had preferred to have 
his secretary near him — at the door, so to say, of the 
old throne-room, where he gave audience. And Don 
Vigilio, so thin and yellow, and quivering with fever, 
sat there like one lost, at a small, common, black table 
covered with papers. Raising his head from among a 
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batch, of documents, he recognised Pierre, and in a 
low Yoice, a faint murmur amidst the silence, he said, 
‘^His Eminence is engaged. Please wait.^^ » 

Then he again turned to his reading, doubtless to 
escape all attempts at conversation. 

hi ot daring to sit down, Pierre examined the apart- 
ment. It looked perhaps yet more dilapidated than 
the others, with its hangings of green damask worn by 
age and resembling the faded moss on ancient trees. 
The ceiling, however, had remained superb. Within 
a frieze of gilded and coloured ornaments was a fresco 
representing the Triumph of Amphitrite, the work of 
one of Eaffaelle^s pupils. And, according to antique 
usage, it was here that the berTetta^ the red cap, was 
placed, on a credence, below a large crucifix of ivory 
and ebony. 

As Pierre grew used to the half-light, however, his 
attention was more particularly attracted by a recently 
painted full-length portrait of the Cardinal in cere- 
monial costume — cassock of red moire, rochet of 
lace, and cappa thrown like a royal mantle over his 
shoulders. In these vestments of the Church the tall 
old man of seventy retained the proud bearing of a 
prince, clean shaven, but still boasting an abundance 
of white hair which streamed in curls over his shoul- 
ders. He had the commanding visage of the Boccaneras, 
a large nose and a large thin-lipped mouth in a long 
face intersected, by broad lines; and the eyes which 
lighted his pale countenance were indeed the eyes of 
his race, very dark, yet sparkling with ardent life 
under bushy brows which had remained quite black. 
With laurels about his head he would have resembled 
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a Homan emperor, very handsome and master of the 
world, as though indeed the blood of Augustus pul- 
sated in his veins. 

Pierre knew his story which this portrait recalled. 
Educated at the College of the ISTobles, Pio Boccanera 
had but once absented himself from Home, and that 
when very young, hardly a deacon, but nevertheless 
appointed oblegate to convey a beTretta to Paris. On 
his return his ecclesiastical career had continued in 
sovereign fashion. Honours had fallen on him natu- 
rally, as by right of birth. Ordained by Pius IX 
himself, afterwards becoming a Canon of the Yatican 
Basilica, and Cameriere segreto, he had risen to the 
post of Majordomo about the time of the Italian occu- 
pation, and in 1874 had been created a Cardinal. For 
the last four years, moreover, he had been Papal 
Chamberlain (Camerlingd)^ and folks whispered that 
Leo XIII had ajppointed him to that post, even as he 
himself had been appointed to it by Pius IX, in order 
to lessen his chance of succeeding to the pontifical 
throne 5 for although the conclave in choosing Leo had 
set aside the old tradition that the Camerlingo was 
ineligible for the papacy, it was not probable that it 
would again dare to infringe that rule. Moreover, 
people asserted that, even as had been the case in the 
reign of Pius, there was a secret warfare between the 
Pope and his Camerlingo, the latter remaining on one 
side, condemning the policy of the Holy See, holding 
radically different opinions on all things, and silently 
waiting for the death of Leo, which would place 
power in his hands with the duty of summoning the 
conclave, and provisionally watching over the affairs 
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and interests of the Church until a new Pope should 
be elected. Behind Cardinal Pio’s broad, stern brow, 
however, in the glow of his dark eyes, might there 
not also be the ambition of actually rising to the 
pajpacy, of repeating the career of Gioachino Pecei, 
Camerlingo and then Pope, all tradition notwithstand- 
ing? With the pride of a Poman prince Pio knew 
but Eome ; he almost gloried in being totally ignorant 
of the modern world; and verily he showed himself 
very pious, austerely religious, with a full firm faith 
into which the faintest doubt could never enter. 

But a whisper drew Pierre from his reflections. 
Don Vigilio, in his prudent way, invited him to sit 
down: ‘‘You may have to wait some time: take a 
stool.” 

Then he began to cover a large sheet of yellowish 
paper with fine writing, while Pierre seated himself 
on one of the stools ranged alongside the wall in 
front of the portrait. And again the young man fell 
into a reverie, picturing in his mind a renewal of all 
the princely pomp of the old-time cardinals in that 
antique room. To begin with, as soon as nominated, 
a cardinal gave public festivities, which were some- 
times very splendid. During three days the recep- 
tion-rooms remained wide open, all could enter, and 
from room to room ushers repeated the names of those 
who came — patricians, people of the middle class, 
poor folks, all Eome indeed, whom the new cardinal 
received with sovereign kindliness, as a king might 
receive his subjects. Then there was quite a princely 
retinue; some cardinals carried five hundred people 
about with them, had no fewer than sixteen distinct 
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offices in their households, lived, in fact, amidst a 
perfect court. Even when life subsequently became 
simplified, a cardinal, if he were a prince, still had 
a right to a gala train of four coaches drawn by black 
horses. Four servants preceded him in liveries, em- 
blazoned with his arms, and carried his hat, cushion, 
and parasols. He was also attended by a secretary 
in a mantle of violet silk, a train-bearer in a gown 
of violet woollen stuff, and a gentleman in wait- 
ing, wearing an Elizabethan style of costume, and 
bearing the herretta with gloved hands. Although 
the household had then become smaller, it still com- 
prised an aiiditore specially charged with the congre- 
gational work, a secretary employed exclusively for 
correspondence, a chief usher who introduced visitors, 
a gentleman in attendance for the carrying of the 
herretta^ a train-bearer, a chaplain, a majordomo and a 
valet-de-chamhre, to say nothing of a flock of under- 
lings, lackeys, cooks, coachmen, grooms, quite a pop- 
ulation, which filled the vast mansions with bustle. 
And with these attendants Pierre mentally sought to 
fill the three spacious ante-rooms now so deserted; the 
stream of lackeys in blue liveries broidered with em- 
blazonry, the world of abbes and prelates in silk man- 
tles appeared before him, again setting magnificent 
and passionate life under the lofty ceilings, illumin- 
ing all the semi-gloom with resuscitated splendour. 

But nowadays — particularly since the Italian occu- 
pation of Eome — nearly all the great fortunes of the 
Eoman princes have been exhausted, and the pomp of 
the great dignitaries of the Church has disappeared. 
The ruined patricians have kept aloof from badly 
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remunerated ecclesiastical offices to which, little re- 
nown attaches^ and have left them to the ambition of 
the petty bourgeoisie. Cardinal Boccanera, the last 
prince of ancient nobility invested with the purple, 
received scarcely more than 30,000 lire^ a year to 
enable him to sustain his rank, that is 22,000 lire,^ 
the salary of his post as Camerlingo, and various 
small sums derived from other functions. And he 
would never have made both ends meet had not 
Donna Serafina helped him with the remnants of the 
former family fortune which he had long previously 
surrendered to his sisters and his brother. Donna 
Serafina and Benedetta lived apart, in their own 
rooms, having their own table, servants, and personal 
expenses. The Cardinal only had his nephew Dario 
with him, and he never gave a dinner or held a public 
reception. His greatest source of expense was his car- 
riage, the heavy pair-horse coach, which ceremonial 
usage compelled him to retain, for a cardinal caimot 
go on foot through the streets of Borne. However, 
his coachman, an old family servant, spared him the 
necessity of keeping a groom by insisting on taking 
entire charge of the carriage and the two black horses, 
which, like himself, had grown old in the service of 
the Boccaneras. There were two footmen, father 
and son, the latter born in the house. And the cook^s 
wife assisted in the kitchen. However, yet greater 
reductions had been made in the ante-rooms, where 
the staff, once so brilliant and numerous, was now 
simply composed of two petty priests, Don Vigilio, 
who was at once secretary, auditore, and majordomo, 
11 , 200 ^. 2 880 ^. 
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and Abbe Paparelli, who acted as train-bearer^ cbap- 
lairij and chief usher. There, where a crowd of sal- 
aried people of all ranks had once moved to and fro, 
filling the vast halls with bustle and colour, one now 
only beheld two little black cassocks gliding noise- 
lessly along, two unobtrusive shadows flitting about 
amidst the deep gloom of the lifeless rooms. 

And Pierre now fully understood the haughty 
unconcern of the Cardinal, who suffered time to com- 
plete its work of destruction in that ancestral man- 
sion, to which he was powerless to restore the glorious 
life of former times ! Built for that shining life, for 
the sovereign display of a sixteenth-century prince, it 
was now deserted and empty, crumbling about the 
head of its last master, who had no servants left him 
to fill it, and would not have known how to pay for 
the materials which repairs would have necessitated. 
And so, since the modern world was hostile, since 
religion was no longer sovereign, since men had 
changed, and one was drifting into the unknown, 
amidst the hatred and indifference of new genera- 
tions, why not allow the old world to collapse in the 
stubborn, motionless pride born of its ancient glory? 
Heroes alone died standing, without relinquishing 
aught of their past, preserving the same faith until 
their final gasp, beholding, with pain-fraught bravery 
and infinite sadness, the slow last agony of their 
divinity. And the CardinaPs tall figure, his pale, 
proud face, so full of sovereign despair and courage, 
expressed that stubborn determination to perish be- 
neath the ruins of the old social edifice rather than 
change a single one of its stones. 
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Pierre was roused by a rustling of furtive stepSj a 
little mouse-like trot, which made him raise his head. 
A door in the wall had just opened, and to his sur- 
prise there stood before him an abbe of some forty 
years, fat and short, looking like an old maid in a 
black skirt, a very old maid in fact, so numerous were 
the wrinkles on his flabby face. It was Abbe Papa- 
relli, the train-bearer and usher, and on seeing Pierre 
he was about to question him, when Don Vigilio 
explained matters. 

“Ah! very good, very good. Monsieur PAbbe Pro- 
ment. His Eminence will condescend to receive you, 
but you must wait, you must wait.’^ 

Then, with his silent rolling walk, he returned to 
the second ante-room, where he usually stationed him- 
self. 

Pierre did not like his face — the face of an old 
female devotee, whitened by celibacy, and ravaged by 
stern observance of the rites; and so, as Don Yigilio 
— his head weary and his hands burning with fever — 
had not resumed his work, the young man ventured to 
question him. Oh 1 Abbe Paparelli, he was a man of 
the liveliest faith, who from simple humility remained 
in a modest post in his Eminence’s service. On the 
other hand, his Eminence was pleased to reward him 
for his devotion by occasionally condescending to lis- 
ten to his advice. 

As Don Yigilio spoke, a faint gleam of irony, a 
kind of veiled anger appeared in his ardent eyes. 
However, he continued to examine Pierre, and grad- 
ually seemed reassured, appreciating the evident 
frankness of this foreigner who could hardly belong 
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to any clique. And so lie ended by departing some- 
what from his continual sickly distrust, and even 
engaged in a brief chat. 

Yes, yes,” he said, ^Hhere is a deal of work some- 
times, and rather hard work too. His Eminence 
belongs to several Congregations, the Consistorial, 
the Holy Office, the Index, the Eites. And all the 
documents concerning the business which falls to him 
come into my hands. I have to study each affair, pre- 
pare a report on it, clear the way, so to say. Besides 
which all the correspondence is carried on through 
me. Eortunately his Eminence is a holy man, and 
intrigues neither for himself nor for others, and this 
enables us to taste a little peace.” 

Pierre took a keen interest in these particulars of 
the life led by a prince of the Church. He learnt that 
the Cardinal rose at six o^clock, summer and winter 
alike. He said his mass in his chapel, a little room 
which simply contained an altar of painted wood, and 
which nobody but himself ever entered. His private 
apartments were limited to three rooms — a bed-room, 
dining-room, and study — all very modest and small, 
contrived indeed by partitioning off portions of one 
large hall. And he led a very retired life, exempt 
from all luxury, like one who is frugal and poor. At 
eight in the morning he drank a cup of cold milk for 
his breakfast. Then, when there were sittings of the 
Congregations to which he belonged, he attended 
them; otherwise he remained at home and gave au- 
dience. Dinner was served at one o’clock, and after- 
wards came the siesta, lasting until five in summer 
and until four at other seasons — a sacred moment 
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wlien a servant would not have dared even to knock at 
the door. On awaking, if it were fine, his Eminence 
drove out towards the ancient Appian Way, returning 
at sunset when the Ave Maria began to ring. And 
finally, after again giving audience between seven and 
nine, he supped and retired into his room, where he 
worked all alone or went to bed. The cardinals wait 
upon the Pope on fixed days, two or three times each 
month, for purposes connected with their functions. 
For nearly a year, however, the Camerlingo had not 
been received in private audience by his Holiness, and 
this was a sign of disgrace, a proof of secret warfare, 
of which the entire black world spoke in prudent 
whispers. 

“His Eminence is sometimes a little rough,” con- 
tinued Don Yigilio in a soft voice. “But you should 
see him smile when his niece the Contessina, of whom 
he is very fond, comes down to kiss him. If you 
have a good reception, you know, you will owe it to 
the Contessina.” 

At this moment the secretary was interrupted. 
A sound of voices came from the second ante-room, 
and forthwith he rose to his feet, and bent very low 
at sight of a stout man in a black cassock, red sash, 
and black hat, with twisted cord of red and gold, 
whom Abbe Paparelli was ushering in with a great 
display of deferential genuflections. Pierre also had 
risen at a sign from Don Vigilio, who found time to 
whisper to him, “ Cardinal Sanguinetti, Prefect of the 
Congregation of the Index.” 

Meantime Abbe Paparelli was lavishing attentions 
on the prelate, repeating with an expression of blissful 
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satisfaction: ^^Your most reverend Eminence was ex- 
pected. I have orders to admit your most reverend 
Eminence at once. His Eminence the Grand Peniten- 
tiary is already here.” 

Sanguinetti, loud of voice and sonorous of tread, 
spoke out with sudden familiarity, ^^Yes, yes, I 
know. A number of importunate people detained 
me! One can never do as one desires. But I am 
here at last.” 

He was a man of sixty, squat and fat, with a round 
and highly coloured face distinguished by a huge nose, 
thick lips, and bright eyes which were always on the 
move. But he more particularly struck one by his 
active, almost turbulent, youthful vivacity, scarcely 
a white hair as yet showing among his brown and 
carefully tended locks, which fell in curls about his 
temples. Born at Viterbo, he had studied at the 
seminary there before completing his education at the 
TJniversita Gregoriana in Borne. His ecclesiastical 
appointments showed how rapidly he had made his 
way, how supple was his mind: first of all secretary 
to the nunciature at Lisbon; then created titular 
Bishop of Thebes, and entrusted with a delicate 
mission in Brazil; on his return appointed nuncio 
first at Brussels and next at Vienna; and finally 
raised to the cardinalate, to say nothing of the fact 
that he had lately secured the suburban episcopal 
see of Frascati.^ Trained to business, having dealt 
with every nation in Europe, he had nothing against 
him but his ambition, of which he made too open a 
display, and his spirit of intrigue, which was ever 

1 Cardinals York and Howard were Bisliops of Frascati. — Trans, 
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restless. It was said that he was now one of the 
irreeoncilables who demanded that Italy should sur- 
render Eome, though formerly he had made advances 
to the Quirinal. In his wild passion to become the 
next Pope he rushed from one opinion to the other^ 
giving himself no end of trouble to gain people from 
whom he afterwards parted. He had twice already 
fallen out with Leo XIII, but had deemed it politic 
to make his submission. In point of fact, given that 
he was an almost openly declared candidate to the 
papacy, he was wearing himself out by his perpetual 
efforts, dabbling in too many things, and setting too 
many people agog. 

Pierre, however, had only seen in him the Prefect 
of the Congregation of the Index ; and the one idea 
which struck him was that this man would decide the 
fate of - his book. And so, when the Cardinal had dis- 
appeared and Abb^ Paparelli had returned to the sec- 
ond ante-room, he could not refrain from asking Bon 
Yigilio, ^^Are their Eminences Cardinal Sanguinetti 
and Cardinal Boccanera very intimate, then ? ” 

An irrepressible smile contracted the secretary’s 
lips, while his eyes gleamed with an irony which he 
could no longer subdue : “ Yery intimate — oh! no, no 
— they see one another when they can’t do otherwise.” 

Then he explained that considerable deference was 
shown to Cardinal Boccanefa’s high birth, and that 
his colleagues often met at his residence, when, as hap- 
pened to be the case that morning, any grave affair 
presented itself, requiring an interview apart from 
the usual official meetings. Cardinal Sanguinettb he 
added, was the son of a petty medical man of Yiterbo. 
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“ 1^0, no/^ hie concluded, their Eminences are not at 
all intimate. It is difacult for men to agree when 
they have neither the same ideas nor the same charac- 
ter, especially too when they are in each other’s way.” 

Don Vigilio spoke these last words in a lower tone, 
as if talking to himself and still retaining his sharp 
smile. But Pierre scarcely listened, absorbed as he 
was in his own worries. Perhaps they have met to 
discuss some affair connected with the Index ? ” said he. 

Don Yigilio must have known the object of the 
meeting. However, he merely replied that, if the 
Index had been in question, the meeting would have 
taken place at the residence of the Prefect of that 
Congregation. Thereupon Pierre, yielding to his im- 
patience, was obliged to put a straight question. 
“ You know of my affair — the affair of my book,” he 
said. “Well, as his Eminence is a member of the 
Congregation, and all the documents pass through 
your hands, you might be able to give me some use- 
ful information. I know nothing as yet and am so 
anxious to know ! ” 

At this Don Vigilio relapsed into scared disquietude. 
He stammered, saying that he had not seen any docu- 
ments, which was true. “ Hothing has yet reached 
us,” he added j “ I assure you I know nothing.” 

Then, as the other persisted, he signed to him to 
keep quiet, and again turned to his writing, glancing 
furtively towards the second ante-room as if he be- 
lieved that Abbe Paparelli was listening. He had 
certainly said too much, he thought, and he made him- 
self very small, crouching over the table, and melting, 
fading away in his dim corner. 
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Pierre again fell into a reverie, a prey to all tlie 
mystery wMcli enveloped him — the sleepy, antique 
sadness of his surroundings. Long minutes went by; 
it was nearly eleven when the sound of a door open- 
ing and a buzz of voices roused him. Then he bowed 
respectfully to Cardinal Sanguinetti, who went off 
accompanied by another cardinal, a very thin and 
tall man, with a grey, bony, ascetic face. hTeither of 
them, however, seemed even to see the petty foreign 
priest who bent low as they went by. They were 
chatting aloud in familiar fashion. 

“ Yes ! the wind is falling ; it is warmer than yes- 
terday.” 

We shall certainly have the sirocco to-morrow.” 

Then solemn silence again fell on the large, dim 
room. Don Vigilio was still writing, but his pen made 
no noise as it travelled over the stiff yellow paper. 
However, the faint tinkle of a cracked bell was sud- 
denly heard, and Abbe Paparelli, after hastening into 
the throne-room for a moment, returned to summon 
Pierre, whom he announced in a restrained voice: 
“ Monsieur TAbb^ Pierre Proment.” 

The spacious throne-room was like the other apart- 
ments, a virtual ruin. Under the fine ceiling of carved 
and gilded wood-work, the red wall-hangings of hrocor 
telle, with a large palm pattern, were falling into tat- 
ters. A few holes had been patched, but long wear 
had streaked the dark purple of the silk — once of 
dazzling magnificence — with pale hues. The curi- 
osity of the room was its old throne, an arm-chair 
upholstered in red silk, on which the Holy Father 
had sat when visiting Cardinal Pio^s grand-uncle. 
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TMs cliair was surmounted by a canopy, likewise of 
red silk, under wMcb hung the portrait of the reign- 
ing Pope. And, according to custom, the chair was 
turned towards the wall, to show that none might sit 
on it. The other furniture of the apartment was made 
up of sofas, arm-chairs, and chairs, with a maryellous 
Louis Quatorze table of gilded wood, having a top of 
mosaic-work representing the rape of Europa. 

But at first Pierre only saw Cardinal Boccanera 
standing by the table which he used for writing. In 
his simple black cassock, with red edging and red 
buttons, the Cardinal seemed to him yet taller and 
prouder than in the portrait which showed him in 
ceremonial costume. There was the same curly white 
hair, the same long, strongly marked face, with large 
nose and thin lips, and the same ardent eyes, illumin- 
ing the pale countenance from under bushy brows 
which had remained black. But the portrait did not 
express the lofty tranquil faith which shone in this 
handsome face, a complete certainty of what truth 
was, and an absolute determination to abide by it for 
ever. 

Boccanera had not stirred, but with black, fixed 
glance remained watching his visitor’s approach j and 
the young priest, acquainted with the usual ceremonial, 
knelt and kissed the large ruby which the prelate 
wore on his hand. However, the Cardinal immediately 
raised him. 

^^You are welcome here, my dear son. My niece 
spoke to me about you with so much sympathy that 
I am happy to receive you.” With these words Pio 
seated himself near the table, as yet not telling 
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Pierre to take a chair, but still examining Mm whilst 
speaking slowly and with studied politeness: ^“^You 
arrived yesterday morning, did you not, and were very 
tired ? 

^^Your Eminence is too Mnd — yes, I was worn out, 
as much through emotion as fatigue. This journey is 
one of such gravity for me.’^ 

The Cardinal seemed indisposed to speak of serious 
matters so soon. hTo doubt ; it is a long way from 
Paris to Pome,” he replied. ^^hTowadays the journey 
may be accomplished with fair rapidity, but formerly 
how interminable it was ! ” Then speaking yet more 
slowly : I went to Paris once — oh ! a long time ago, 
nearly fifty years ago — and then for barely a week. 
A large and handsome city; yes, yes, a great many 
people in the streets, extremely well-bred people, a 
nation which has accomplished great and admirable 
things. Even in these sad times one cannot forget 
that Prance was the eldest daughter of the Church. 
But since that one journey I have not left Pome — ” 

Then he made a gesture of quiet disdain, expressive 
of all he left unsaid. What was the use of journeying 
to a land of doubt and rebellion ? Did not Pome suf- 
fice — Pome, which governed the world — the Eternal 
City which, when the times should be accomplished, 
would become the capital of the world once more ? 

Silently glancing at the CardinaFs lofty stature, the 
stature of one of the violent war-like princes of long 
ago, now reduced to wearing that simple cassock, 
Pierre deemed him superb with his proud conviction 
that Pome sufficed unto herself. But that stubborn 
resolve to remain in ignorance, that determination to 
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take no account of otker nations excepting to treat 
tkem as vassals, disquieted Mm when he reflected on 
the motives that had brought him there. And as silence 
had again fallen he thought it politic to approach the 
subject he had at heart by words of homage. 

“ Before taking any other steps/’ said he, I desired 
to express my profound respect for your Eminence; 
for in your Eminence I place my only hope; and I 
beg your Eminence to be good enough to advise and 
guide me.” 

With a wave of the hand Boccanera thereupon in- 
vited Pierre to take a chair in front of him. cer- 
tainly do not refuse you my counsel, my dear son,” he 
replied. I owe my counsel to every Christian who 
desires to do well. But it would be wrong for you to 
rely on my influence. I have none. I live entirely 
apart from others; I cannot and will not ask for 
anything. However, this will not prevent us from 
chatting.” Then, approaching the question in all 
frankness, without the slightest artifice, like one of 
brave and absolute mind who fears no responsibility 
however great, he continued: ^^You have written a 
book, have you not ? — ^ Hew Borne,’ I believe — 
and you have come to defend this book which has 
been denounced to the Congregation of the Index. 
Eor my own part I have not yet read it. You will 
understand that I cannot read everything. I only see 
the works that are sent to me by the Congregation 
which I have belonged to since last year ; and, besides, 
I often content myself with the reports which my 
secretary draws up for me. However, my niece Bene- 
detta has read your book, and has told me that it is 
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not lacking in interest. It first astonislied Iier some- 
wkatj and tlien greatly moved lier. So I promise yon 
tkat I will go tkrongli it and study tke incriminated 
passages witk tke greatest care.^’ 

Pierre profited by tke opportunity to begin pleading 
bis cause. And it occurred to Mm that it would be 
best to give Ms references at once. Your Eminence 
will realise bow stupefied I was when I learnt tbat 
proceedings were being taken against my book/’ be said. 

Monsieur le Vicomte Pbilibert de la Cboue, wbo is 
good enough to sbow me some friendship; does not 
cease repeating tbat such a book is worth the best of 
armies to the Holy See.’’ 

Ob I De la CbouC; De la Cboue t ” repeated the 
Cardinal with a pout of good-natured disdain. 
know tbat De la Cboue considers himself a good Cath- 
olic. He is in a slight degree our relative; as you 
know. And when be comes to Eome and stays bere, 
I willingly see Mm; on condition however tbat no men- 
tion is made of certain subjects on which it would be 
impossible for us to agree. To tell the truth; the 
Catbobcism preached by De la Cboue — worthy, clever 
man though he is — his Catholicism, I say, with Ms 
corporations, his working-class clubs, Ms cleansed 
democracy and Ms vague socialism, is after all merely 
so much literature ! ” 

TMs pronouncement struck Pierre, for he realised all 
the disdainful irony contained in it — an irony which 
touched himself. And so he hastened to name Ms other 
reference, whose authority he imagined to be above dis- 
cussion : His Eminence Cardinal Bergerot has been 
kMd enough to signify Ms full approval of my book.” 
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At this Boccanera’s face suddenly changed. It no 
longer wore an expression of derisive blame^ tinged 
with the pity that is prompted by a child's ill-consid- 
ered action fated to certain failure. A flash of anger 
now lighted up the Cardinal's dark eyes, and a pugna- 
cious impulse hardened his entire countenance. ^^In 
Brance/' he slowly resumed, ^'Cardinal Bergerot no 
doubt has a reputation for great piety. We know little 
of him in Eome. Personally, I have only seen him 
once, when he came to receive his hat. And I would 
not therefore allow myself to judge him if his writings 
and actions had not recently saddened my believing 
soul. Unhappily, I am not the only one; you will 
find nobody here, of the Sacred College, who approves 
of his doings." Boccanera paused, then in a firm voice 
concluded : Cardinal Bergerot is a Eevolutionary ! " 

This time Pierre's surprise for a moment forced him 
to silence. A Eevolutionary — good heavens 1 a Eev- 
olutionary — that gentle pastor of souls, whose charity 
was inexhaustible, whose one dream was that Jesus 
might return to earth to ensure at last the reign of 
peace and justice ! So words did not have the same 
signification in all places ; into what religion had he 
now tumbled that the faith of the poor and the humble 
should be looked upon as a mere insurrectional, con- 
demnable passion? As yet unable to understand 
things aright, Pierre nevertheless realised that discus- 
sion would be both discourteous and futile, and his 
only remaining desire was to give an account of his 
book, explain and vindicate it. But at his first words 
the Cardinal interposed. 

^^No, no, my dear son. It would take us too long 
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and I wish to read tiie passages. Besides, tliere is an 
absolute rule. All books wMch meddle with the faith 
are condemnable and pernicious. Does your book 
show perfect respect for dogma ? ” 

I believe so, and I assure your Eminence that I 
have had no intention of writing a work of nega- 
tion.” 

Grood : I may be on your side if that is true. Only, 
in the contrary case, I have but one course to advise 
you, Avhich is to withdraw your work, condemn it, and 
destroy it without waiting until a decision of the 
Index compels you to do so. Whosoever has given 
birth to scandal must stifle it and expiate it, even if 
he have to cut into his own flesh. The only duties 
of a priest are humility and obedience, the complete 
annihilation of self before the sovereign will of the 
Church. And, besides, why write at all ? Eor there 
is already rebellion in expressing an opinion of one’s 
own. It is always the temptation of the devil which 
puts a pen in an author’s hand. Why, then, incur the 
risk of being for ever damned by yielding to the pride 
of intelligence and domination ? Your book again, my 
dear son — your book is literature, literature ! 

This expression again repeated was instinct with so 
much contempt that Pierre realised all the wretched- 
ness that would fall upon the poor pages of his apos- 
tolate on meeting the eyes of this prince who had 
become a saintly man. With increasing fear and ad- 
miration he listened to him, and beheld him growing 
greater and greater. 

^^Ah! faith, my dear son, everything is in faith — 
perfect, disinterested faith — which believes for the 
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sole happiness of believing 1 How restful it is to bow 
down before the mysteries without seeking to pene- 
trate them, full of the tranquil conviction that, in 
accepting them, one possesses both the certain and the 
final ! Is not the highest intellectual satisfaction that 
which is derived from the victory of the divine over 
the mind, which it disciplines, and contents so com- 
pletely that it knows desire no more ? And apart 
from that perfect equilibrium, that explanation of the 
unknown by the divine, no durable peace is possible 
for man. If one desires that truth and justice should 
reign upon earth, it is in Grod that one must place 
them. He that does not believe is like a battlefield, 
the scene of every disaster. Faith alone can tran- 
quillise and deliver.” 

For an instant Pierre remained silent before the great 
figure rising up in front of him. At Lourdes he had 
only seen suffering humanity rushing thither for health 
of the body and consolation of the soul j but here was 
the intellectual believer, the mind that needs certainty, 
finding satisfaction, tasting the supreme enjoyment of 
doubting no more. He had never previously heard 
such a cry of joy at living in obedience without anx- 
iety as to the morrow of death. He knew that Boc- 
canera^s youth had been somewhat stormy, traversed 
by acute attacks of sensuality, a flaring of the red 
blood of his ancestors ; and he marvelled at the calm 
majesty which faith had at last implanted in this de- 
scendant of so violent a race, who had no passion 
remaining in him but that of pride. 

And yet,” Pierre at last ventured to say in a timid, 
gentle voice, “if faith remains essential and immu- 
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table, forms cliange. I’rom hour to hour evolution goes 
on in all things — the world changes.’^ 

^^That is not true!” exclaimed the Cardinal, “the 
world does not change. It continually tramps over 
the same ground, loses itself, strays into the most 
abominable comses, and it continually has to be brought 
back into the right path. That is the truth. In order 
that the promises of Christ may be fulfilled, is it not 
necessary that the world should return to its starting 
point, its original innocence ? Is not the end of time 
fixed for the day when men shall be in possession of 
the full truth of the Gospel ? Yes, truth is in the 
past, and it is always to the past that one must cling 
if one would avoid the pitfalls which evil imaginations 
create. All those fine novelties, those mirages of that 
famous so-called progress, are simply traps and snares 
of the eternal tempter, causes of perdition and death. 
Why seek any further, why constantly incur the risk 
of error, when for eighteen hundred years the truth has 
been known ? Truth ! why it is in Apostolic and Eoman 
Catholicism as created by a long succession of genera- 
tions ! What madness to desire to change it when so 
many lofty minds, so many pious souls have made of it 
the most admirable of monuments, the one instrument 
of order in this world, and of salvation in the next! 

Pierre, whose heart had contracted, refrained from 
further protest, for he could no longer doubt that he 
had before him an implacable adversary of his most 
cherished ideas. Chilled by a covert fear, as though 
he felt a faint breath, as of a distant wind from a land 
of ruins, pass over his face, bringing with it the mortal 
cold of a sepulchre, he bowed respectfully whilst the 
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Cardinal, rising to liis full heiglit, continued in liis 
obstinate voice, resonant witb proud courage : And if 
Catbolicism, as its enemies pretend, be really stricken 
unto death, it must die standing and in all its glorious 
integrality. You hear me. Monsieur FAbbe — not one 
concession, not one surrender, not a single act of cow- 
ardice ! Catholicism is such as it is, and cannot be 
otherwise. hTo modification of the divine certainty, 
the entire truth, is possible. The removal of the small- 
est stone from the edifice could only prove a cause of 
instability. Is this not evident? You cannot save 
old houses by attacking them with the pickaxe under 
pretence of decorating them. You only enlarge the 
fissures. Even if it were true that Eome were on the 
eve of falling into dust, the only result of all the repair- 
ing and patching would be to hasten the catastrophe. 
And instead of a noble death, met unflinchingly, we 
should then behold the basest of agonies, the death 
throes of a coward who struggles and begs for mercy ! 
Eor my part I wait. I am convinced that all that peo- 
ple say is but so much horrible falsehood, that Cathol- 
icism has never been firmer, that it imbibes eternity 
from the one and only source of life. But should the 
heavens indeed fall, on that day I should be here, 
amidst these old and crumbling walls, under these old 
ceilings whose beams are being devoured by the worms, 
and it is here, erect, among the ruins, that I should 
meet my end, repeating my credo for the last timeF 
His final words fell more slowly, full of haughty 
sadness, whilst with a sweeping gesture he waved his 
arms towards the old, silent, deserted palace around 
him, whence life was withdrawing day by day. Had 
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an involuntary presentiment come to him; did the faint 
cold breath from the ruins also fan his own cheeks ? 
All the neglect into which the vast rooms had fallen 
was explained by his words ; and a superb, despondent 
grandeur enveloped this prince and cardinal, this un- 
compromising Catholic who, withdrawing into the dim 
half-light of the past, braved with a soldier’s heart the 
inevitable downfall of the olden world. 

Deeply impressed, Pierre was about to take his 
leave when, to his surprise, a little door opened in the 
hangings. “What is it? Can’t I be left in peace 
for a moment?” exclaimed Boccanera with sudden 
impatience. 

Nevertheless, Abbe Paparelli, fat and sleek, glided 
into the room without the faintest sign of emotion. 
And he whispered a few words in the ear of the Car- 
dinal, who, on seeing him, had become calm again. 
“ What curate ? ” asked Boccanera. “ Oh ! yes, Santo- 
bono, the curate of Prascati. I know — tell Mm I 
cannot see him just now.” 

Paparelli, however, again began wMspering in Ms 
soft voice, though not in so low a key as previously, 
for some of his words could be overheard. The affair 
was urgent, the curate was compelled to return home, 
and had only a word or two to say. And then, with- 
out awaiting consent, the train-bearer ushered in the 
visitor, a proUgi of his, whom he had left just outside 
the little door. And for his own part he withdrew 
with the tranquillity of a retainer who, whatever the 
modesty of Ms office, knows himself to be all powerful. 

Pierre, who was momentarily forgotten, looked at 
the visitor — a big fellow of a priest, the son of a 
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peasant evidently^ and still near to the soil. He had 
an ungainly, bony figure, huge feet and knotted hands, 
with a seamy tanned face lighted by extremely keen 
black eyes. I'ive and forty and still robust, his chin 
and cheeks bristling, and his cassock, oTerlarge, hang- 
ing loosely about his big projecting bones, he sug- 
gested a bandit in disguise. Still there was nothing 
base about him ; the expression of his face was proud. 
And in one hand he carried a small wicker basket 
carefully covered over with fig-leaves. 

Santobono at once bent his knees and kissed the 
Cardinal’s ring, but with hasty unconcern, as though 
only some ordinary piece of civility were in question. 
Then, with that commingling of respect and familiar- 
ity which the little ones of the world often evince 
towards the great, he said, I beg your most reverend 
Eminence’s forgiveness for having insisted. But 
there were people waiting, and I should not have been 
received if my old friend Paparelli had not brought 
me by way of that door. Oh ! I have a very great 
service to ask of your Eminence, a real service of the 
heart. But first of all may I be allowed to offer your 
Eminence a little present ? ” 

The Cardinal listened with a grave expression. He 
had been well acquainted with Santobono in the years 
when he had spent the summer at Erascati, at a 
princely residence which the Boccaneras had pos- 
sessed there — a villa rebuilt in the seventeenth cen- 
tury, surrounded by a wonderful park, whose famous 
terrace overlooked the Oampagna, stretching far and 
bare like the sea. This villa, however, had since been 
sold, and on some vineyards, which had fallen to 
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Benedetta’s share, Count Prada, prior to the divorce 
proceedings, had begun to erect quite a district of 
little pleasure houses. In former times, when walk- 
ing out, the Cardinal had condescended to enter and 
rest in the dwelling of Santobono, who oj0B.ciated at 
an antique chapel dedicated to St. Mary of the Pields, 
without the town. The priest had his home in a half- 
ruined building adjoining this chapel, and the charm 
of the place was a walled garden which he cultivated 
himself with the passion of a true peasant. 

^^As is my rule every year,’^ said he, placing his 
basket on the table, wished that your Eminence 
might taste my figs. They are the first of the season. 
I gathered them expressly this morning. You used 
to be so fond of them, your Eminence, when you con- 
descended to gather them from the tree itself. You 
were good enough to tell me that there wasn’t another 
tree in the world that produced such fine figs.” 

The Cardinal could not help smiling. He was 
indeed very fond of figs, and Santobono spoke truly : 
his fig-tree was renowned throughout the district. 

Thank you, my dear Abbe,” said Boccanera, ^^you 
remember my little failings. Well, and what can I 
do for you ? ” 

Again he became grave, for, in former times, there 
had been unpleasant discussions between him and the 
curate, a lack of agreement which had angered him. 
Born at Hemi, in the core of a fierce district, Santo- 
bono belonged to . a violent family, and his eldest 
brother had died of a stab. He himself had always 
professed ‘ ardently patriotic opinions. It was said 
that he had all but taken up armp for G-aribaldi ; and, 
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on tlie day when the Italians had entered 'Rome; force 
had been needed to prevent him from raising the flag 
of Italian nnity above his roof. His passionate dream 
was to behold Rome mistress of the world; when the 
Pope and the King should have embraced and made 
cause together. Thus the Cardinal looked on him as 
a dangerous revolutionary; a renegade who imperilled 
Catholicism. 

Oh ! what your Eminence can do for me, what your 
Eminence can do if only condescending and willing ! 
repeated Santobono in an ardent voice; clasping his big 
knotty hands. And then, breaking off, he inquired. 
Did not his Eminence Cardinal Sanguinetti explain 
my affair to your most reverend Eminence ? 

^^Ko, the Cardinal simply advised me of your visit, 
saying that you had something to ask of me.^^ 

Whilst speaking Boccanera’s face had clouded over, 
and it was with increased sternness of manner that he 
again waited. He was aware that the priest had be- 
come Sanguinetti’s client” since the latter had been 
in the habit of spending weeks together at his subur- 
ban see of Erascati. Walking in the shadow of every 
cardinal who is a candidate to the papacy, there are 
familiars of low degree who stake the ambition of their 
life on the possibility of that cardinaFs election. If 
he becomes Pope some day, if they themselves help 
him to the throne, they enter the great pontifical fam- 
ily in his train. It was related that Sanguinetti had 
once already extricated Santobono from a nasty diffi- 
culty : the priest having one day caught a marauding 
urchin in the act of climbing his wall, had beaten the 
little fellow with such severity that he had ultimately 
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died of it. However^ to Santobono’s credit it must be 
added that his fanatical devotiou to the Cardinal was 
largely based upon the hope that he would prove the 
Pope whom men awaited, the Pope who would mahe 
Italy the sovereign nation of the world. 

^^Well, this is my misfortune/^ he said. ^^Your 
Eminence knows my brother Agostino, who was gar- 
dener at the villa for two years in your Eminence’s 
time. He is certainly a very pleasant and gentle 
young fellow, of whom nobody has ever complained. 
And so it is hard to understand how such an accident 
can have happened to him, but it seems that he has 
killed a man with a knife at Genzano, while walking 
in the street in the evening. I am dreadfully dis- 
tressed about it, and would willingly give two fingers 
of my right hand to extricate him from prison. How- 
ever, it occurred to me that your Eminence would 
not refuse me a certificate stating that Agostino was 
formerly in your Eminence’s service, and that your 
Eminence was always well pleased with his quiet 
disposition.” 

But the Cardinal flatly protested : I was not at all 
pleased with Agostino. He was wildly violent, and I 
had to dismiss him precisely because he was always 
quarrelling with the other servants.” . 

Oh ! how grieved I am to hear your Eminence say 
that ! So it is true, then, my poor little Agostino’s 
disposition has really changed ! Still there is always 
a way out of a difficulty, is there not ? You can still 
give me a certificate, first arranging the wording of it. 
A certificate from your Eminence would have such 
a favourable effect upon the law officers.” 
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“1^0 doubt,” replied Boccanera; “1 can understand 
that, but I will give no certificate.” 

“Wliat! does your most reverend Eminence refuse 
my prayer ? 

Absolutely ! I know that you are a priest of per- 
fect morality, that you discharge the duties of your 
ministry with strict punctuality, and that you would 
be deserving of high commendation were it not for 
your political fancies. Only your fraternal affection 
is now leading you astray. I cannot tell a lie to 
please you.” 

Santobono gazed at him in real stupefaction, un- 
able to understand that a prince, an all-powerful car- 
dinal, should be influenced by such petty scruples, 
when the entire question was a mere knife thrust, the 
most commonplace and frequent of incidents in the 
yet wild land of the old Eoman castles. 

^^A lie! a lie!” he muttered; ^^but surely it isn^t 
lying just to say what is good of a man, leaving out 
all the rest, especially when a man has good points as 
Agostino certainly has. In a certificate, too, every- 
thing depends on the words one uses.” 

He stubbornly clung to that idea ; he could not con- 
ceive that a person should refuse to soften the rigour 
of justice by an ingenious presentation of the facts. 
However, on acquiring a certainty that he would 
obtain nothing, he made a gesture of despair, his livid 
face assuming an expression of violent rancour, whilst 
his black eyes flamed with restrained passion. 

’ Well, well ! each looks on truth in his own way,” 
he said. shall go back to tell his Eminence Cardi- 
nal Sanguinetti. And I beg your Eminence not to be 
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displeased vnth me for having disturbed your Emi- 
nence to no purpose. By the "way, perhaps the figs 
are not yet quite ripe ; but I will take the liberty to 
bring another basketful towards the end of the season, 
when they will be quite nice and sweet. A thousand 
thanks and a thousand felicities to your most rever- 
end Eminence.” 

Santobono went off backwards, his big bony figure 
bending double with repeated genuflections. Pierre, 
whom the scene had greatly interested, in him beheld 
a specimen of the petty clergy of Borne and its envi- 
rons, of whom people had told him before his depart- 
ure from Paris. This was not the soagnozzo, the 
wretched famished priest whom some nasty affair 
brings from the provinces, who seeks his daily bread 
on the pavements of Borne; one of the herd of be- 
gowned beggars searching for a livelihood among the 
crumbs of Church life, voraciously fighting for chance 
masses, and mingling with the lowest orders in tav- 
erns of the worst repute. hTor was this the country 
priest of distant parts, a man of crass ignorance and 
superstition, a peasant among the peasants, treated as 
an equal by his pious flock, which is careful not to 
mistake him for the Divinity, and which, whilst kneel- 
ing in all humility before the parish saint, does not 
bend before the man who from that saint derives his 
livelihood. At Frascati the ojB&ciating minister of a 
little church may receive a stipend of some nine hun- 
dred lire a year,^ and he has only bread and meat to 
buy if his garden yields him wine and fruit and vege- 

1 About 36L One is reminded of Gk)ldsmitb’s line : “ And passing 
rich with forty pounds a year.’^ — Tram, 
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tables. This one; SantobonO; was not witbout educa- 
tion; be knew a little theology and a little history, 
especially the history of the past grandeur of Eome, 
which had inflamed his patriotic heart with the mad 
dream that universal domination would soon fall to 
the portion of renascent Eome, the capital of united 
Italy. But what an insuperable distance still remained 
between this petty Eoman clergy, often very worthy 
and intelligent, and the high clergy, the high digni- 
taries of the Vatican ! Eobody that was not at least 
a prelate seemed to count 

thousand thanks to your most reverend Emi- 
nence, and may success attend all your Eminence’s 
desires.” 

With these words Santobono finally disappeared, 
and the Cardinal returned to Pierre, who also bowed 
preparatory to taking his leave. 

^^To sum up the matter, Monsieur FAbbe,” said 
Boccanera, the affair of your book presents certain 
difficulties. As I have told you, I have no precise 
information, I have seen no documents. But knowing 
that my niece took an interest in you, I said a few 
words on the subject to Cardinal Sanguinetti, the 
Prefect of the Index, who was here just now. And 
he knows little more than I do, for nothing has yet 
left the Secretary’s hands. Still he told me that the 
denunciation emanated from personages of rank and 
influence, and applied to numerous pages of your 
work, in which it was said there were passages of the 
most deplorable character as regards both discipline 
and dogma.” 

Greatly moved by the idea that he had hidden foes. 
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secret adversaries who pursued Mm iu the dark, the 
young priest responded : Oh ! denounced, denounced ! 
If your Eminence only knew how that word pains my 
heart ! And denounced, too, for offences which were 
certainly involuntary, since my one ardent desire was 
the triumph of the Church ! All I can do, then, is to 
fling myself at the feet of the Holy Father and entreat 
him to hear my defence.” 

Boccanera suddenly became very grave again. A 
stern look rested on his lofty brow as he drew his 
haughty figure to its full height. ^^His Holiness,” 
said he, can do everytMng, even receive you, if such 
be his good pleasure, and absolve you also. But listen 
to me. I again advise you to withdraw your book 
yourself, to destroy it, simply and courageously, before 
embarking in a struggle in which you will reap the 
shame of being overwhelmed. Eeflect on that.” 

Pierre, however, had no sooner spoken of the Pope 
than he had regretted it, for he realised that an appeal 
to the sovereign authority was calculated to wound 
the CardinaPs feelings. Moreover, there was no further 
room for doubt. Boccanera would be against his book, 
and the utmost that he could hope for was to gain his 
neutrality by bringing pressure to bear on him through 
those about him. At the same time he had found the 
Cardinal very plain spoken, very frank, far removed 
from all the secret intriguing in which the affair of 
his book was involved, as he now began to realise 5 
and so it was with deep respect and genuine admira- 
tion for the prelate’s strong and lofty character that 
he took leave of him. 

am infinitely obliged to your Eminence,” he 
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said, and I promise tliat I will carefully reflect upon 
all that your Eminence lias been kind enough, to say 
to me.^^ 

On returning to tlie ante-room, Pierre there found 
five or six persons who had arrived during his audi- 
ence, and were now waiting. There was a bishop, a 
domestic prelate, and two old ladies, and as he drew 
near to Don Yigilio before retiring, he was surprised 
to find him conversing with a tall, fair young fellow, 
a Prenchman, who, also in astonishment, exclaimed. 
What ! are you here in Pome, Monsieur PAbbe ? 

Por a moment Pierre had hesitated. Ah ! I must 
ask your pardon, Monsieur Narcisse Habert,” he re- 
plied, I did not at first recognise you ! It was the 
less excusable as I knew that you had been an attacM 
at our embassy here ever since last year.’^ 

Tall, slim, and elegant of appearance, Narcisse Ha- 
bert had a clear complexion, with eyes of a bluish, 
almost mauvish, hue, a fair frizzy beard, and long curl- 
ing fair hair cut short over the forehead in the Ploren- 
tine fashion. Of a wealthy family of militant Catho- 
lics, chiefly members of the bar or bench, he had an 
uncle in the diplomatic profession, and this had de- 
cided his own career. Moreover, a place at Eome was 
marked out for him, for he there had powerful connec- 
tions. He was a nephew by marriage of Cardinal 
Sarno, whose sister had married another of his uncles, 
a Paris notary ; and he was also cousin german of Mon- 
signor Gamba del Zoppo, a Cameriere segreto, and son of 
one of his aunts, who had married an Italian colonel. 
And in some measure for these reasons he had been 
attached to the embassy to the Holy See, his superiors 
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tolerating Ms somewliat fantastic ways, Ms everlast- 
ing passion for art vrMcli sent liun wandering Mtlier 
and tMtlier throngli Rome. He was moreover very 
amiable and extremely well-bred ; and it occasionally 
happened, as was the case that morning, that with Ms 
weary and somewhat mysterious air he came to speak 
to one or another of the cardinals on some real matter 
of business in the ambassador’s name. 

So as to converse with Pierre at Ms ease, he drew 
Mm into the deep embrasure of one of the windows. 

Ah ! my dear Abbe, how pleased I am to see you 1 ” 
said he. “You must remember what pleasant chats 
we had when we met at Cardinal Bergerot’s 1 I told 
you about some paintings which you were to see for 
your book, some miniatures of the fourteenth and fif- 
teenth centuries. And now, you know, I mean to take 
possession of you. I’ll show you Rome as nobody else 
could show it to you. I’ve seen and explored every- 
thing. Ah ! there are treasures, such treasures 1 But 
in truth there is only one supreme work ; one always 
comes back to one’s particular passion. The Botticelli 
in the Sixtine Chapel — ah, the Botticelli ! ” 

His voice died away, and he made a faint gesture as 
if overcome by admiration. Then Pierre had to prom- 
ise that he would place himself in his hands and ac- 
company him to the Sixtine Chapel. “ You know why 
I am here,” at last said the young priest. “ Proceed- 
ings have been taken against my book j it has been de- 
nounced to the Congregation of the Index.” 

“ Your book ! is it possible ? ” exclaimed Harcisse : 
“ a book like that with pages recalling the delightful 
St. Prancis of Assisi I ” And thereupon he obligingly 
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placed Hmself at Pierre’s disposal. But our ambas- 
sador mil be very useful to you/’ be said. He is the 
best man in tbe worlds of charming affability^ and full 
of the old Prench spirit. I will present you to him 
this afternoon or to-morrow morning at the latest ; and 
since you desire an immediate audience with the P ope, 
he will endeavour to obtain one for you. His position 
naturally designates him as your intermediary. Still, 
I must confess that things are not always easily man- 
aged. Although the Holy Father is very fond of him, 
there are times when his Excellency fails, for the ap- 
proaches are so extremely intricate.” 

Pierre had not thought of employing the ambassa- 
dor’s good ofBlces, for he had naively imagined that an 
accused priest who came to defend himself would find 
every door open. However, he was delighted with 
hTarcisse’s offer, and thanked him as warmly as if the 
audience were already obtained. 

Besides,” the young man continued, ^^if we en- 
counter any difficulties I have relatives at the Yatican, 
as you know. I don’t mean my uncle the Cardinal, who 
would be of no use to us, for he never stirs out of his 
office at the Propaganda, and will never apply for any- 
thing. But my cousin. Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo, is 
very obliging, and he lives in intimacy with the Pope, 
his duties req[uiring his constant attendance on him. 
So, if necessary, I will take you to see him, and he 
will no doubt find a means of procuring you an inter- 
view, though his extreme prudence keeps him perpetu- 
ally afraid of compromising himself. However, it’s 
understood, you may rely on me in every respect.” 

Ah ! my dear sir,” exclaimed Pierre, relieved 9-Ud 
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happy, heartily accept your offer. You don’t know 
what balm your words have brought me ; for ever 
since my arrival everybody has been discouraging me, 
and you are the first to restore my strength by looking 
at things in the true French way.” 

Then, lowering his voice, he told the attacM of his 
interview with Cardinal Boccanera, of his conviction 
that the latter would not help him, of the unfavourable 
information which had been given by Cardinal San- 
guinetti, and of the rivalry which he had divined be- 
tween the two prelates. hTarcisse listened, smiling, 
and in his turn began to gossip confidentially. The 
rivalry which Pierre had mentioned, the premature 
contest for the tiara which Sanguinetti and Boccanera 
were waging, impelled to it by a furious desire to be- 
come the next Pope, had for a long time been revolu- 
tionising the black world. There was incredible intri- 
cacy in the depths of the affair ; none could exactly 
tell who was pulling the strings, conducting the vast in- 
trigue. As regards generalities it was simply known 
that Boccanera represented absolutism — the Church 
freed from all compromises with modern society, and 
waiting in immobility for the Deity to triumph over 
Satan, for Eome to be restored to the Holy Father, 
and for repentant Italy to perform penance for its 
sacrilege ; whereas Sanguinetti, extremely politic and 
supple, was reported to harbour bold and novel ideas : 
permission to vote to be granted to all true Catholics,^ 

1 Since tlie occupation of Rome by the Italian authorities, the 
supporters of the Church, obedient to the prohibition of the Vatican, 
have abstained from taking part in the political elections, this being 
their protest against the new order of things which they do not 
recognise. Various attempts have been made, however, to induce 
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a majority to be gained by this means in the Legislat- 
ure; then, as a fatal corollary, the doirofall of the 
House of Savoy, and the proclamation of a kind of 
republican federation of all the former petty States 
of Italy under the august protectorate of the Pope. 
On the whole, the struggle was between these two 
antagonistic elements — the first bent on upholding 
the Church by a rigorous maintenance of the old tradi- 
tions, and the other predicting the fall of the Church 
if it did not follow the bent of the coming century. 
But all was steeped in so much mystery that people 
ended by thinking that, if the present Pope should 
live a few years longer, his successor would certainly 
be neither Boccanera nor Sanguinetti. 

All at once Pierre interrupted Harcisse : And 
Monsignor hfani, do you know him ? I spoke with 
him yesterday evening. And there he is coming in 
now ! ” 

Hani was indeed just entering the ante-room with 
his usual smile on his amiable pink face. His cassock 
of fine texture, and his sash of violet silk shone with 
discreet soft luxury. And he showed himself very 
amiable to Abbe Paparelli, who, accompanying him in 
all humility, begged him to be kind enough to wait 
until his Eminence should be able to receive him. 

“Oh! Monsignor Nani,^^ muttered Karcisse, becom- 
ing serious, “he is a man whom it is advisable to have 
for a friend.^^ 

Then, knowing Hani’s history, he related it in an 

the Pope to give them permission to vote, many members of the 
Roman aristocracy considering the present course impolitic and 
even harmful to the interests of the Church. — Tmm. 
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Tindertone. Born at Yenicej of a noble but ruined fam- 
ily wMcb bad produced heroes, liTani, after first study- 
ing under the Jesuits, bad come to Eome to perfect 
bimself in philosophy and theology at the Collegio 
Eomano, which was then also under Jesuit manage- 
ment. Ordained when three and twenty, he had at once 
followed a nuncio to Bavaria as private secretary ; and 
then had gone as miditore to the nunciatures of Brus- 
sels and Paris, in which latter city he had lived for 
fi-ve years. Everything seemed to predestine him to 
diplomacy, his brilliant beginnings and his keen and 
encyclopsedical intelligence ; but all at once he had been 
recalled to Eome, where he was soon afterwards ap- 
pointed Assessor to the Holy Ofdce. It was asserted 
at the time that this was done by the Pope himself, 
who, being well acquainted with Hani, and desirous of 
having a person he could depend upon at the Holy 
Ofdce, had given instructions for his recall, saying that 
he could render far more services at Eome than abroad. 
Already a domestic prelate, lllani had also lately become 
a Canon of St. PetePs and an apostolic prothonotary, 
with the prospect of obtaining a cardinal’s hat when- 
ever the Pope should find some other favourite who 
would please him better as assessor. 

Oh, Mon signor Hani ! ” continued Harcisse. He’s 
a superior man, thoroughly well acquainted with mod- 
ern Europe, and at the same time a very saintly priest, 
a sincere believer, absolutely devoted to the Church, 
with the substantial faith of an intelligent politician 
— a belief different, it is true, from the narrow gloomy 
theological faith which we know so well in France. 
And this is one of the reasons why you will hardly 
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understand things here at first. The E/Oman prelates 
leave the Deity in the sanctuary and reign in His name, 
convinced that Catholicism is the human expression 
of the government of God, the only perfect and eternal 
government, beyond the pales of which nothing but 
falsehood and social danger can be found. While we 
in our country lag behind, furiously arguing whether 
there be a God or not, they do not admit that God^s 
existence can be doubted, since they themselves are 
His delegated ministers; and they entirely devote 
themselves to playing their parts as ministers whom 
none can dispossess, exercising their power for the 
greatest good of humanity, and devoting all their intel- 
ligence, all their energy to maintaining themselves as 
the accepted masters of the nations. As for Monsi- 
gnor Nani, after being mixed up in the politics of the 
whole world, he has for ten years been discharging 
the most delicate functions in Eome, taking part in the 
most varied and most important affairs. He sees all 
the foreigners who come to Eome, knows everything, 
has a hand in everything. Add to this that he is ex- 
tremely discreet and amiable, with a modesty which 
seems perfect, though none can tell whether, with his 
light silent footstep, he is not really marching towards 
the highest ambition, the purple of sovereignty.^’ 

Another candidate for the tiara,” thought Pierre, 
who had listened passionately ; for this man Nani in- 
terested him, caused him an instinctive disquietude, 
as though behind his pink and smiling face he could 
divine an infinity of obscure things. At the same 
time, however, the young priest but ill understood 
his friend, for he again felt bewildered by all this 
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strange Eoman world, so different from what he had 
expected. 

hTani had perceived the two young men and came 
towards them with his hand cordially outstretched : 
^^Ahl Monsieur PAbhe Proment, I am happy to meet 
you again. I won’t ask you if you have slept well, for 
people always sleep well at Eome. Good-day, Mon- 
sieur Habert ; your health has kept good I hope, since 
I met you in front of Bernini’s Santa Teresa, which 
you admire so much,^ I see that you know one another. 
That is very nice. I must tell you, Monsieur I’Abbe, 
that Monsieur Habert is a passionate lover of our city ; 
he mil be able to show you all its finest sights.” 

Then, in his affectionate way, he at once asked for 
information respecting Pierre’s interview with the 
Cardinal. He listened attentively to the young man’s 
narrative, nodding his head at certain passages, and 
occasionally restraining his sharp smile. The Car- 
dinal’s severity and Pierre’s conviction that he would 
accord him no support did not at all astonish Hani. 
It seemed as if he had expected that result. How- 
ever, on hearing that Cardinal Sanguinetti had been 
there that morning, and had pronounced the affair of 
the book to be very serious, he appeared to lose his 
self-control for a moment, for he spoke out with sud- 
den vivacity : 

It can’t be helped, my dear child, my intervention 
came too late. Directly I heard of the proceedings I 
went to his Eminence Cardinal Sanguinetti to tell him 

1 The allusion is to a statue representing St. Theresa in ecstasy, 
with the Angel of Death descending to transfix her with his dart. 
It stands in a transept of Sta. Maria della Vittoria. — Trans, 
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that the result would be an immense advertisement for 
your book. Was it sensible ? What was the use of 
it? We know that you are inclined to be carried 
away by your ideas^ that you are an enthusiast^ and 
are prompt to do battle. So what advantage should 
we gain by embarrassing ourselves with the revolt of 
a young priest who might wage war against us with a 
book of which some thousands of copies have been sold 
already ? For my part I desired that nothing should 
be done. And I must say that the Cardinal;, who is a 
man of sense, was of the same mind. He raised his 
arms to heaven, went into a passion, and exclaimed 
that he was never consulted, that the blunder was 
already committed beyond recall, and that it was 
impossible to prevent process from taking its course 
since the matter had already been brought before the 
Congregation, in consequence of denunciations from 
authoritative sources, based on the gravest motives. 
Briefly, as he said, the blunder was committed, and I 
had to think of something else.” 

All at once Hani paused. He had just noticed that 
Pierre^s ardent eyes were fixed upon his own, striving 
to penetrate his meaning. A faint flush then height- 
ened the pinkiness of his complexion, whilst in an 
easy way he continued, unwilling to reveal how an- 
noyed he was at having said too much : Yes, I thought 
of helping you with all the little influence I possess, 
in order to extricate you from the worries in which 
this affair will certainly land you.” 

An impulse of revolt was stirring Pierre, who vaguely 
felt that he was perhaps being made game of. Why 
should he not be free to declare his faith, which was 
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so pure, so free from personal considerations, so full 
of glo'\raig Christian charity? ^^1^‘ever,^’ said he, 
"will I withdraw ; never will I myself suppress my 
book, as I am advised to do. It would be an act of 
cowardice and falsehood, for I regret nothing, I disown 
nothing. If I believe that my book brings a little 
truth to light I cannot destroy it without acting crim- 
inally both towards myself and towards others. Ho, 
never ! You hear me — never ! 

Silence fell. But almost immediately he resumed : 
It is at the knees of the Holy Father that I desire 
to make that declaration. He wall understand me, he 
will approve me.’’ 

Hani no longer smiled; henceforth his face remained 
as it were closed. He seemed to be studying the sud- 
den violence of the young priest with curiosity ; then 
sought to calm him with his own tranquil kindliness. 
^^Ho doubt, no doubt,” said he. There is certainly 
great sweetness in obedience and humility. Still I 
can understand that, before an 3 rbhing else, you should 
desire to speak to his Holiness. And afterwards you 
will see — is that not so ? — you will see — ” 

Then he evinced a lively interest in the suggested 
application for an audience. He expressed keen re- 
gret that Pierre had not forwarded that application 
from Paris, before even coming to Eome: in that 
course would have rested the best chance of a favour- 
able reply. Pother of any kind was not liked at the 
Vatican, and if the news of the young priest’s presence 
in Eome should only spread abroad, and the motives 
of his journey be discussed, all would be lost. Then, 
on learning thatHarcisse had offered to present Pierre 
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to tlie Frencli ambassador, Nani seemed full of anx- 
iety, and deprecated any sucb. proceeding: ^^No, no! 
don^t do that — it would be most imprudent. In tbe 
jB.rst place you would run tbe risk of embarrassing 
tbe ambassador, whose position is always delicate in 
affairs of tbis kind. And then, too, if be failed — 
and my fear is that be might fail — yes, if be failed 
it would be all over ; you would no longer have tbe 
slightest chance of obtaining an audience by any other 
means. For tbe Vatican would not like to hurt tbe 
ambassador’s feelings by yielding to other influence 
after resisting bis.’’ 

Pierre anxiously glanced at Narcisse, who wagged 
bis bead, embarrassed and hesitating. Tbe fact is,” 
tbe attacM at last murmured, we lately solicited an 
audience for a high French personage and it was 
refused, which was very unpleasant for us. Monsi- 
gnor is right. We must keep our ambassador in re- 
serve, and only utilise him when we have exhausted 
all other means.” Then, noticing Pierre’s disappoint- 
ment, be added obligingly : Our first visit therefore 
shall be for my cousin at the Vatican.” 

Nani, his attention again roused, looked at the 
young man in astonishment. At the Vatican ? You 
have a cousin there ? ” 

Why, yes — Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo.” 

Gamba ! Gamba I Yes, yes, excuse me, I remem- 
ber now. Ah ! so you thought of Gamba to bring in- 
fluence to bear on his Holiness ? That’s an idea, no 
doubt; one must see — one must see.” 

He repeated these words again and again as if to 
secure time to see into the matter himself, to weigh 



BOMB 


157 


tlie pros and cons of the suggestion. Monsignor 
Gamba del Zoppo was a worthy man who played no 
part at the Papal Court, whose nullity indeed had 
become a byword at the Vatican. His childish stories, 
however, amused the Pope, whom he greatly flattered, 
and who was fond of leaning on his arm while walk- 
ing in the gardens. It was during these strolls that 
Gamba easily secured all sorts of little favours. How- 
ever, he was a remarkable poltroon, and had such an 
intense fear of losing his influence that he never risked 
a request without having convinced himself by long 
meditation that no possible harm could come to bi-m 
through it. 

“Well, do you know, the idea is not a bad one,” 
Hani at last declared. “Yes, yes, Gamba can secure 
the audience for you, if he is willing. I will see him 
myself and explain the matter.” 

At the same time Hani did not cease advising ex- 
treme caution. He even ventured to say that it was 
necessary to be on one’s guard with the papal entourage, 
for, alas 1 it was a fact his Holiness was so good, and 
had such a blind faith in the goodness of others, that 
he had not always chosen his familiars with the criti- 
cal care which he ought to have displayed. Thus one 
never knew to what sort of man one might be apply- 
ing, or in what trap one might be setting one’s foot. 
Hani even allowed it to be understood that on no 
account ought any direct application to be made to 
his Eminence the Secretary of State, for even his Emi- 
nence was not a free agent, but found himself encom- 
passed by intrigues of such intricacy that his best 
intentions were paralysed. And as Hani went on dis- 
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coursing in this fashion^ in a very gentle^ extremely 
Tinctnons manner^ the Vatican appeared like some 
enchanted castle^ guarded by jealous and treacherous 
dragons — a castle where one must not take a step, 
pass through a doorway, risk a limb, without having 
carefully assured oneself that one would not leave 
one^s whole body there to be devoured. 

Pierre continued listening, feeling colder and colder 
at heart, and again sinking into uncertainty. Mon 
Dieu ! he exclaimed, I. shall never know how to act. 
You discourage me. Monsignor.” 

At this ll^'ani^s cordial smile reappeared. my 
dear child ? I should be sorry to do so. I only want 
to repeat to you that you must wait and do nothing. 
Avoid all feverishness especially. There is no hurry, 
I assure you, for it was only yesterday that a consul- 
tore was chosen to report upon your book, so you have 
a good full month before you. Avoid everybody, live 
in such a way that people shall be virtually ignorant 
of your existence, visit Rome in peace and quietness 
— that is the best course you can adopt to forward 
your interests.” Then, taking one of the priest’s 
hands between both his own, so aristocratic, soft, and 
plump, he added: You will understand that I have 
my reasons for speaking to you like this. I should 
have offered my own services 5 I should have made it 
a point of honour to take you straight to his Holiness, 
had I thought it advisable. But I do not wish to mix 
myself up in the matter at this stage ; I realise only 
too well that at the present moment we should simply 
make sad work of it. Later on — you hear me — later 
on, in the event of nobody else succeeding, I myself 
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will obtain you an audience; I formally promise it. 
But meanwliile^ I entreat you, refrain from using 
those words a new religion,’^ wMch, unfortunately, 
occur in your book, and whicli I heard you repeat 
again only last night. There can be no new religion, 
my dear child ; there is but one eternal religion, which 
is beyond all surrender and compromise — the Catho- 
lic, Apostolic, and Eoman religion. And at the same 
time leave your Paris friends to themselves. Don^t 
rely too much on Cardinal Bergerot, whose lofty piety 
is not sufficiently appreciated in Eome. I assure you 
that I am speakjing to you as a friend.” 

Then, seeing how disabled Pierre appeared to be, 
half overcome already, no longer knowing in what 
direction to begin his campaign, he again strove to 
comfort him: ^^Come, come, things will right them- 
selves ; everything will end for the best, both for the 
welfare of the Church and your own. And now you 
must excuse me, I must leave you; I shall not be able 
to see his Eminence to-day, for it is impossible for me 
to wait any longer.” 

Abbe Paparelli, whom Pierre had noticed prowling 
around with his ears cocked, now hastened forward 
and declared to Monsignor Nani that there were only 
two persons to be received before him. But the prel- 
ate very graciously replied that he would come back 
again at another time, for the affair which he wished 
to lay before his Eminence was in no wise pressing. 
Then he withdrew, courteously bowing to everybody. 

Narcisse HaberPs turn came almost immediately 
afterwards. However, before entering the throne- 
room he pressed Pierre’s hand, repeating, ^^So it is 
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understood. I will go to see my cousin at the Yatican 
to-morrow, and directly I get a reply I will let you 
know. We shall meet again soon I hope.’^ 

It was now past twelve o^clock, and the only re- 
maining visitor was one of the two old ladies who 
seemed to have fallen asleep. At his little secretarial 
table Don Yigilio still sat covering huge sheets of yel- 
low paper with fine handwriting, from which he only 
lifted his eyes at intervals to glance about him dis- 
trustfully, and make sure that nothing threatened him. 

In the mournful silence which fell around, Pierre 
lingered for yet another moment in the deep embra- 
sure of the window. Ah ! what anxiety consumed his 
poor, tender, enthusiastic heart! On leaving Paris 
things had seemed so simple, so natural to him ! He 
was unjustly accused, and he started off to defend 
himself, arrived and flung himself at the feet of the 
Holy Father, who listened to him indulgently. Did 
not the Pope personify living religion, intelligence to 
understand, justice based upon truth ? And was he 
not, before aught else, the Father, the delegate of 
divine forgiveness and mercy, with arms outstretched 
towards all the children of the Church, even the guilty 
ones ? Was it not meet, then, that he should leave 
his door wide open so that the humblest of his sons 
might freely enter to relate their troubles, confess 
their transgressions, explain their conduct, imbibe 
comfort from the source of eternal lovingkindness? 
And yet on the very first day of his, Pierre’s, arrival, 
the doors closed upon him with a bang ; he felt him- 
self sinking into a hostile sphere, full of traps and 
pitfalls. One and all cried out to him “ Beware 1 ” as 
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if lie were incurring tlie greatest dangers in setting 
one foot before the other. His desire to see the Pope 
became an extraordinary pretension, so difficult of 
achievement that it set the interests and passions and 
influences of the whole Vatican agog. And there was 
endless conflicting advice, long-discussed manoeuvring, 
all the strategy of generals leading an army to vic- 
tory, and fresh complications ever arising in the 
midst of a dim stealthy swarming of intrigues. Ah ! 
good Lord ! how different all this was from the chari- 
table reception that Pierre had anticipated : the pas- 
tor’s house standing open beside the high road for the 
admission of all the sheep of the flock, both those 
that were docile and those that had gone astray! 

That which began to frighten Pierre, however, was 
the evil, the wickedness, which he could divine 
vaguely stirring in the gloom: Cardinal Bergerot 
suspected, dubbed a Revolutionary, deemed so com- 
promising that he, Pierre, was advised not to mention 
his name again! The young priest once more saw 
Cardinal Boccanera’s pout of disdain while speaking 
of his colleague. And then Monsignor Hani had 
warned him not to repeat those words ^^a new relig- 
ion, ” as if it were not clear to everybody that they 
simply signified the return of Catholicism to the 
primitive purity of Christianity! Was that one of 
the crimes denounced to the Congregation of the 
Index? He had begun to suspect who his accusers 
were, and felt alarmed, for he was now conscious of 
secret subterranean plotting, a great stealthy effort to 
strike him down and suppress his work. All that 
surrounded him became suspicious. If he listened 
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to advice and temporised, it vras solely to follow the 
same politic course as his adversaries, to learn to 
know them before acting. He would spend a few 
days in meditation, in surveying and studying that 
black world of Eome which to him had proved so 
unexpected. But, at the same time, in the revolt of 
his apostle-like faith, he swore, even as he had said 
to Hani, that he would never yield, never change 
either a page or a line of his book, but maintain it in 
its integrity in the broad daylight as the unshakable 
testimony of his belief. Even were the book con- 
demned by the Index, he would not tender submission, 
withdraw aught of it. And should it become neces- 
sary he would quit the Church, he would go even as 
far as schism, continuing to preach the new religion 
and writing a new book, Real Romef such as he now 
vaguely began to espy. 

However, Don Vigilio had ceased writing, and 
gazed so fixedly at Pierre that the latter at last 
stepped up to him politely in order to take leave. 
And then the secretary, yielding, despite his fears, 
to a desire to confide in him, murmured, “ He came 
simply on your account, you know; he wanted to 
ascertain the result of your interview with his 
Eminence.” 

It was not necessary for Don Vigilio to mention 
Hani by name; Pierre understood. ^^Eeally, do you 
think so?” he asked. 

“Oh! there is no doubt of it. And if you take 
my advice you will do what he desires with a good 
grace, for it is absolutely certain that you will do it 
later on.” 
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These words brought Pierre ^s disquietude and 
exasperation to a climax. He went off with a gest- 
ure of defiance. They would see if he would eyer 
yield. 

The three ante-rooms which he again crossed ap- 
peared to him blacker^ emptier, more lifeless than 
ever. In the second one Abbe Paparelli saluted him 
with a little silent bow; in the first the sleepy lackey 
did not even seem to see him. A spider was weaving 
its web between the tassels of the great red hat under 
the haldacchino- Would not the better course have 
been to set the pick at work amongst all that rotting 
past, now crumbling into dust, so that the sunlight 
might stream in freely and restore to the purified soil 
the fruitfulness of youth? 



IV 


0 :^ the afternoon of that same day Pierre, having 
leisure before him, at once thought of beginning his 
peregrinations through Rome by a visit on which he 
had set his heart. Almost immediately after the 
publication of ‘^Kew Rome” he had been deeply 
moved and interested by a letter addressed to him 
from the Eternal City by old Count Orlando Prada, 
the hero of Italian independence and reunion, who, 
although unacquainted with him, had written spon- 
taneously after a first hasty perusal of his book. 
And the letter had been a flaming protest, a cry of 
the patriotic faith still young in the heart of that 
aged man, who accused him of having forgotten Italy 
and claimed Rome, the new Rome, for the country 
which was at last free and united. Correspondence 
had ensued, and the priest, while clinging to his 
dream of hTeo-Catholicism saving the world, had 
from afar grown attached to the man who wrote to 
him with such glowing love of country and freedom. 
He had eventually informed him of his journey, and 
promised to call upon him. But the hospitality 
which he had accepted at the Boccanera mansion now 
seemed to him somewhat of an impediment; for after 
Benedetta's kindly, almost affectionate, greeting, he 
felt that he could not, on the very first day and with- 

164 



BOMIE 


165 


out ■warning her, sally forth to wisit the father of the 
man from whom she had fled and from whom she now 
asked the Church to part her for ever. Moreover, 
old Orlando was actually living with his son in a 
little palazzo which the latter had erected at the 
farther end of the Yia Yenti Settemhre. 

Before venturing on any step Pierre resolved to 
confide in the Contessina herself ; and this seemed 
the easier as Yiscount Philibert de la Choue had told 
him that the young woman still retained a filial feel- 
ing, mingled with admiration, for the old hero. And 
indeed, at the very first words which he uttered after 
lunch, Benedetta promptly retorted: “But go, Mon- 
sieur PAbbe, go at once! Old Orlando, you know, 
is one of our national glories — you must not be sur- 
prised to hear me call him by his Christian name. 
All Italy does so, from pure affection and gratitude. 
For my part I grew up among people who hated him, 
who likened him to Satan. It was only later that I 
learned to know him, and then I loved him, for he is 
certainly the most just and gentle man in the world. 

She had begun to smile, but timid tears were mois- 
tening her eyes at the recollection, no doubt, of the 
year of suffering she had spent in her husband^s house, 
where her only peaceful hours had been those passed 
with the old man. And in a lower and somewhat 
tremulous voice she added : “As you are going to see 
him, tell him from me that I still love him, and, what- 
ever happens, shall never forget his goodness.^^ 

So Pierre set out, and whilst he was driving in a 
cab towards the Yia Yenti Settembre, he recalled to 
mind the heroic story of old Orlando’s life which had 
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been told him in Paris. It was like an epic poem, 
full of faith, bravery, and the disinterestedness of 
another age. 

Born of a noble house of Milan, Count Orlando 
Prada had learnt to hate the foreigner at such an 
early age that, when scarcely fifteen, he already 
formed part of a secret society, one of the ramifica- 
tions of the antique Carbonarism. This hatred of 
Austrian domination had been transmitted from father 
to son through long years, from the olden days of 
revolt against servitude, when the conspirators met by 
stealth in abandoned huts, deep in the recesses of the 
forests ; and it was rendered the keener by the eternal 
dream of Italy delivered, restored to herself, trans- 
formed once more into a great sovereign nation, the 
worthy daughter of those who had conquered and 
ruled the world. Ah! that land of whilom glory, 
that unhappy, dismembered, parcelled Italy, the prey 
of a crowd of petty tyrants, constantly invaded and 
appropriated by neighbouring nations — how superb 
and ardent was that dream to free her from such long 
opprobrium! To defeat the foreigner, drive out the 
despots, awaken the people from the base misery of 
slavery, to proclaim Italy free and Italy united — 
such was the passion which then inflamed the young 
with inextinguishable ardour, which made the youth- 
ful Orlando ^s heart leap with enthusiasm. He spent 
his early years consumed by holy indignation, proudly 
and impatiently longing for an opportunity to give 
his blood for his country, and to die for her if he 
could not deliver her. 

Quivering under the yoke, wasting his time in 
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sterile conspiraciesj he was living in retirement in 
the old family residence at Milan, when, shortly after 
his marriage and his twenty-fifth birthday, tidings 
came to him of the flight of Pius IX and the Eevo- 
lution of Eome.^ And at once he quitted everything, 
wife and hearth, and hastened to Eome as if sum- 
moned thither by the call of destiny. This was the 
first time that he set out scouring the roads for the 
attainment of independence; and how frequently, yet 
again and again, was he to start upon fresh campaigns, 
never wearying, never disheartened! And now it was 
that he became acquainted with Mazzini, and for a 
moment was inflamed with enthusiasm for that mys- 
tical Unitarian Eepublican. He himself indulged in 
an ardent dream of a Universal Eepublic, adopted 
the Mazzinian device, ^^Dio epopolo” (God and the 
people), and followed the procession which wended 
its way with great pomp through insurrectionary 
Eome. The time was one of vast hopes, one when 
people already felt a need of renovated religion, and 
looked to the coming of a humanitarian Christ who 
would redeem the world yet once again. But before 
long a man, a captain of the ancient days, Giuseppe 
Garibaldi, whose epic glory was dawning, made 
Orlando entirely his own, transformed him into a 
soldier whose sole cause was freedom and union. 
Orlando loved Garibaldi as though the latter were a 
demi-god, fought beside him in defence of Eupub- 
lican Eome, took part in the victory of Eieti over 

1 It was on November 24, 1848, that the Pope fled to Gaeta, conse- 
quent upon the insurrection which had broken out nine days previ- 
ously. — Tram, 
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the Neapolitans, and followed the stubborn patriot in 
his retreat when he sought to succour Venice, com- 
pelled as he was to relinquish the Eternal City to the 
French army of General Oudinot, who came thither 
to reinstate Pius IX. And what an extraordinary 
and madly heroic adventure was that of Garibaldi 
and Venice! Venice, which Manin, another great 
patriot, a martyr, had again transformed into a 
republican city, and which for long months had been 
resisting the Austrians! And Garibaldi starts with 
a handful of men to deliver the city, charters thirteen 
fishing barks, loses eight in a naval engagement, is 
compelled to return to the Eoman shores, and there 
in all wretchedness is bereft of his wife, Anita, whose 
eyes he closes before returning to America, where, 
once before, he had awaited the hour of insurrection. 
Ah! that land of Italy, which in those days rumbled 
from end to end with the internal fire of patriotism, 
where men of faith and courage arose in every city, 
where riots and insurrections burst forth on all sides 
like eruptions — it continued, in spite of every check, 
its invincible march to freedom I 

Orlando returned to his young wife at Milan, and 
for two years lived there, almost in concealment, 
devoured by impatience for the glorious morrow which 
was so long in coming. Amidst his fever a gleam of 
happiness softened his heart ; a son, Luigi, was born 
to him, but the birth killed the mother, and joy was 
turned into mourning. Then, unable to remain any 
longer at Milan, where he was spied upon, tracked 
by the police, suffering also too grievously from the 
foreign occupation, Orlando decided to realise the 
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little fortune remaining to Mm, and to withdraw to 
Turin, where an aunt of his wife took charge of the 
child. Count di Cavour, like a great statesman, was 
then already seeking to bring about independence, 
preparing Piedmont for the decisive rdle which it was 
destined to play. It was the time when King Victor 
Emmanuel evinced flattering cordiality towards all 
the refugees who came to him from every part of 
Italy, even those whom he knew to be Republicans, 
compromised and flying the consequences of popular 
insurrection. The rough, shrewd House of Savoy 
had long been dreaming of bringing about Italian 
unity to the profit of the Piedmontese monarchy, and 
Orlando well knew under what master he was taking 
service ; but in him the Republican already went 
behind the patriot, and indeed he had begun to ques- 
tion the possibility of a united Republican Italy, 
placed under the protectorate of a liberal Pope, as 
Mazzini had at one time dreamed. Was that not 
indeed a chimera beyond realisation which would 
devour generation after generation if one obstinately 
continued to pursue it ? Eor his part, he did not 
wish to die without having slept in Rome as one of 
the conquerors. Even if liberty was to be lost, he 
desired to see his country united and erect, returning 
once more to life in the full sunlight. And so it was 
with feverish happiness that he enlisted at the out- 
set of the war of 1859 ; and his heart palpitated with 
such force as almost to rend his breast, when, after 
Magenta, he entered Milan with the French army — 
Milan which he had quitted eight years previously, 
like an exile, in despair. The treaty of Villafranca 
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wMcb. followed Solferino proTed a bitter deception: 
Yenetia was not secured, Venice remained enthralled. 
l!Tevertheless the Milanese was conquered from the 
foe, and then Tuscany and the duchies of Parma and 
Modena voted for annexation. So, at all events, the 
nucleus of the Italian star was formed ; the country 
had begun to build itself up afresh around victorious 
Piedmont. 

Then, in the following year, Orlando plunged into 
epopoeia once more. Garibaldi had returned from 
his two sojourns in America, with the halo of a legend 
round him — paladin-like feats in the pampas of Uru- 
guay, an extraordinary passage from Canton to Lima 
— and he had returned to take part in the war of 1859, 
forestalling the Prench army, overthrowing an Aus- 
trian marshal, and entering Como, Bergamo, and 
Brescia. And now, all at once, folks heard that he 
had landed at Marsala with only a thousand men — 
the Thousand of Marsala, the ever illustrious hand- 
ful of braves ! Orlando fought in the first rank, and 
Palermo after three days' resistance was carried. 
Becoming the dictator's favourite lieutenant, he 
helped Mm to organise a government, then crossed 
the straits with him, and was beside him on the 
triumphal entry into hTaples, whose king had fled. 
There was mad audacity and valour at that time, an 
explosion of the inevitable ; and all sorts of super- 
natural stories were current — Garibaldi invulnerable, 
protected better by his red shirt than by the strongest 
armour, Garibaldi routing opposing armies like an 
archangel, by merely brandishing his flaming sword! 
The Piedmontese on their side had defeated General 
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Lamorici^re at CastelfidardOj and were invading tlie 
States of the Church. And Orlando was there when 
the dictator, abdicating power, signed the decree 
which annexed the Two Sicilies to the Crown of 
Italy; even as snbseqnently he took part in that for- 
lorn attempt on Eome, when the rageful cry was 
“ Eome or Death ! ” — an attempt which came to a 
tragic issue at Aspromonte, when the little army 
was dispersed by the Italian troops, and Garibaldi, 
wounded, was taken prisoner, and sent back to the 
solitude of his island of Caprera, where he became 
but a fisherman and a tiller of the rocky soil.^ 

Six years of waiting again went by, and Orlando 
still dwelt at Turin, even after Florence had been 
chosen as the new capital. The Senate had acclaimed 
Victor Emmanuel, King of Italy ; and Italy was in- 
deed almost built, it lacked only Eome and Venice. 
But the great battles seemed all over, the epic era 
was closed ; Venice was to be won by defeat. Orlando 
took part in the unlucky battle of Custozza, where he 
received two wounds, full of furious grief at the 
thought that Austria should be triumphant. But at 
that same moment the latter, defeated at Sadowa, 
relinquished Venetia, and five months later Orlando 

1 M. Zola’s brief but glowing account of Garibaldi’s glorious 
acMeyements bas stirred many memories in my mind. My uncle, 
Franb Vizetelly, tbe war artist of the Illustrated London News^ 
whose bones lie bleaching somewhere in the Soudan, was one of 
Garibaldi’s constant companions throughout the memorable cam- 
paign of the Two Sicilies, and afterwards he went with him to 
Caprera. Later, in 1870, my brother, Edward Vizetelly, acted as 
orderly-officer to the general when he offered the help of his sword 
to France. — Trans. 
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satisfied liis desire to be in Venice participating in 
the joy of triumph, when Victor Emmanuel made his 
entry amidst the frantic acclamations of the people. 
Eome alone remained to be won, and wild impatience 
urged all Italy towards the city; but friendly France 
had sworn to maintain the Pope, and this acted as a 
check. Then, for the third time, Garibaldi dreamt 
of renewing the feats of the old-world legends, and 
threw himself upon Eome like a soldier of fortune 
illumined by patriotism and free from every tie. 
And for the third time Orlando shared in that fine 
heroic madness destined to be vanquished at Mentana 
by the Pontifical Zouaves supported by a small French 
corps. Again wounded, he came back to Turin in 
almost a dying condition. But, though his spirit 
quivered, he had to resign himself ; the situation 
seemed to have no outlet ; only an upheaval of the 
nations could give Eome to Italy. 

All at once the thunderclap of Sedan, of the downfall 
of France, resounded through the world; and then the 
road to Eome lay open, and Orlando, having returned 
to service in the regular army, was with the troops 
who took up position in the Campagna to ensure the 
safety of the Holy See, as was said in the letter which 
Victor Emmanuel wrote to Pius IX. There was, 
however, but the shadow of an engagement : General 
Kanzler^s Pontifical Zouaves were compelled to fall 
back, and Orlando was one of the first to enter the 
city by the breach of the Porta Pia. Ah! that 
twentieth of September — that day when he experi- 
enced the greatest happiness of his life — a day of 
delirium, of complete triumph, which realised the 
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dream of so many years of terrible contest, tbe dream 
for wbicb be bad sacrificed rest and fortune, and given 
botb body and mind! 

Tben came more tban ten bappy years in conquered 
Eome — in E»ome adored, flattered, treated witb all 
tenderness, like a woman in wbom one bas placed 
one^s entire bope. From ber be awaited so mucb 
national vigour, sucb a marvellous resurrection of 
strength and glory for tbe endowment of tbe young 
nation. Old Eepublican, old insurrectional soldier 
that be was, be bad been obliged to adhere to tbe 
monarchy, and accept a senatorsbip. But tben did 
not Garibaldi himself — Garibaldi bis divinity — like- 
wise call upon tbe King and sit in parliament? Maz- 
zini alone, rejecting all compromises, was unwilling 
to rest content witb a united and independent Italy 
that was not Eepublican. Moreover, another con- 
sideration influenced Orlando, tbe future of bis son 
Luigi, who bad attained bis eighteenth birthday 
shortly after tbe occupation of Eome. Though be, 
Orlando, could manage witb tbe crumbs which 
remained of tbe fortune be bad expended in bis 
country’s service, be dreamt of a splendid destiny 
for tbe child of bis heart. Eealising that tbe heroic 
age was over, be desired to make a great politician 
of him, a great administrator, a man who should be 
useful to tbe mighty nation of tbe morrow 5 and it 
was on this account that he bad not rejected royal 
favour, tbe reward of long devotion, desiring, as be 
did, to be in a position to help, watch, and guide 
Luigi. Besides, was be himself so old, so used-up, 
as to be unable to assist in organisation, even as be 
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had assisted in conquest ? Struck by his son’s quick 
intelligence in business matters, perhaps also instinc- 
tively divining that the battle would now continue on 
financial and economic grounds, he obtained him 
employment at the Ministry of Tinances. And again 
he himself lived on, dreaming, still enthusiastically 
believing in a splendid future, overflowing with 
boundless hope, seeing Eome double her population, 
grow and spread with a wild vegetation of new dis- 
tricts, and once more, in his loving enraptured eyes, 
become the queen of the world. 

But all at once came a thunderbolt. One morning, 
as he was going downstairs, Orlando was stricken with 
paralysis. Both his legs suddenly became lifeless, as 
heavy as lead. It was necessary to carry him up 
again, and never since had he set foot on the street 
pavement. At that time he had just completed his 
fifty-sixth year, and for fourteen years since he had 
remained in his arm-chair, as motionless as stone, he 
who had so impetuously trod every battlefield of Italy. 
It was a pitiful business, the collapse of a hero. And 
worst of all, from that room where he was for ever 
imprisoned, the old soldier beheld the slow crumbling 
of all his hopes, and fell into dismal melancholy, full 
of unacknowledged fear for the future. How that 
the intoxication of action no longer dimmed his eyes, 
now that he spent his long and empty days in thought, 
his vision became clear. Italy, which he had desired 
to see so powerful, so triumphant in her unity, was 
acting madly, rushing to ruin, possibly to bankruptcy. 
Eome, which to him had ever been the one necessary 
capital, the city of unparalleled glory, requisite for 



ROMJS 


175 


the sovereign people of to-morrow, seemed unwilling 
to take upon herself the part of a great modern 
metropolis ; heavy as a corpse she weighed with all 
her centuries on the bosom of the young nation. 
Moreover, his son Luigi distressed him. Rebellious 
to all guidance, the young man had become one of 
the devouring offsprings of conquest, eager to despoil 
that Italy, that Rome, which his father seemed to 
have desired solely in order that he might pillage 
them and batten on them. Orlando had vainly 
opposed Luigi^s departure from the ministry, his 
participation in the frantic speculations on land and 
house property to which the mad building of the new 
districts had given rise. But at the same time he 
loved his son, and was reduced to silence, especially 
now when everything had succeeded with Luigi, even 
his most risky financial ventures, such as the trans- 
formation of the Villa Montefiori into a perfect town 
— a colossal enterprise in which many of great wealth 
had been ruined, but whence he himself had emerged 
with millions. And it was in part for this reason 
that Orlando, sad and silent, had obstinately restricted 
himself to one small room on the third floor of the 
little palazzo erected by Luigi in the Via Yenti 
Settembre — a room where he lived cloistered with a 
single servant, subsisting on his own scanty income, 
and accepting nothing but that modest hospitality 
from his son. 

As Pierre reached that new Via Venti Settembre^ 

iThe name—Twentietli September Street— was given to the 
thoroughfare to commemorate the date of the occupation of Borne 
by Victor Emmanuel’s army. — Tram. 
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which cliinhs the side and summit of the Yiminal 
hill, he was struck by the heavy sumptuousness of 
the new palaces/^ which betokened among the 
moderns the same taste for the huge that marked 
the ancient Eomans. In the warm afternoon glow, 
blent of purple and old gold, the broad, triumphant 
thoroughfare, with its endless rows of white house- 
fronts, bore witness to new Eome’s proud hope of 
futurity and sovereign power. And Pierre fairly 
gasped when he beheld the Palazzo delle Pinanze, or 
Treasury, a gigantic erection, a cyclopean cube with 
a profusion of columns, balconies, pediments, and 
sculptured work, to which the building mania had 
given birth in a day of immoderate pride. And on 
the other side of the street, a little higher up, before 
reaching the Villa Bonaparte, stood Count Prada^s 
little palazzo. 

After discharging his driver, Pierre for a moment 
remained somewhat embarrassed. The door was open, 
and he entered the vestibule; but, as at the mansion 
in the Via Giulia, no door porter or servant was to be 
seen. So he had to make up his mind to ascend the 
monumental stairs, which with their marble balus- 
trades seemed to be copied, on a smaller scale, from 
those of the Palazzo Boccanera. And there was much 
the same cold bareness, tempered, however, by a car- 
pet and red door-hangings, which contrasted vividly 
with the white stucco of the walls. The reception- 
rooms, sixteen feet high, were on the first floor, and 
as a door chanced to be ajar he caught a glimpse of 
two salons, one following the other, and both display- 
ing quite modern richness, with a profusion of silk 
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and Telvet hangings, gilt furniture, and lofty mirrors 
reflecting a pompous assemblage of stands and tables. 
And still there was nobody, not a soul, in that 
seemingly forsaken abode, which exhaled nought of 
woman’s presence. Indeed Pierre was on the point 
of going down again to ring, when a footman at last 
presented liimseK. 

Count Prada, if you please.” 

The servant silently surveyed the little priest, and 
seemed to understand. ^^The father or the son?” he 
asked. 

^^The father, Count Orlando Prada.” 

“Oh! that’s on the third floor.” And he conde- 
scended to add: “The little door on the right-hand 
side of the landing. Knock loudly if you wish to be 
ladmitted.” 

Pierre indeed had to knock twice, and then a little 
withered old man of military appearance, a former 
soldier who had remained in the Count’s service, 
opened the door and apologised for the delay by say- 
ing that he had been attending to his master’s legs. 
Immediately afterwards he announced the visitor, 
and the latter, after passing through a dim and nar- 
row ante -room, was lost in amazement on finding him- 
self in a relatively small chamber, extremely bare and 
bright, with wall-paper of a light hue studded with 
tiny blue flowers. Behind a screen was an iron bed- 
stead, the soldier’s pallet, and there was no other 
furniture than the arm-chair in which the cripple 
spent his days, with a table of black wood placed near 
him, and covered with books and papers, and two old 
straw-seated chairs which served for the accommoda- 
VOL. I. — 12 
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tion of the infrequent visitors. A few planks, fixed to 
one of the walls, did duty as hook-shelves. However, 
the broad, clear, curtainless window overlooked the 
most admirable panorama of Kome that could be 
desired. 

Then the room disappeared from before Pierre^ s 
eyes, and with a sudden shock of deep emotion he 
only beheld old Orlando, the old blanched lion, still 
superb, broad, and tall. A forest of white hair 
crowned his powerful head, with its thick mouth, 
fleshy broken nose, and large, sparkling, black eyes. 
A long white beard streamed down with the vigour 
of youth, curling like that of an ancient god. By 
that leonine muzzle one divined what great passions 
had growled within ; but all, carnal and intellectual 
alike, had erupted in patriotism, in wild bravery, and 
riotous love of independence. And the old stricken 
hero, his torso still erect, was fixed there on his 
straw-seated' arm-chair, with lifeless legs buried be- 
neath a black wrapper. Alone did his arms and 
hands live, and his face beam with strength and 
intelligence. 

Orlando turned towards his servant, and gently 
said to him: ^^You can go away, Bastista. Come 
back in a couple of hours. Then, looking Pierre 
full in the face, he exclaimed in a voice which was 
still sonorous despite his seventy years : “So it’s you 
at last, my dear Monsieur Proment, and we shall be 
able to chat at our ease. There, take that chair, and 
sit down in front of me.” 

He had noticed the glance of surprise which the 
young priest had cast upon the bareness of the room, 
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and lie gaily added : “ You will excuse me for receiT- 
ing you in my cell. Yes, I live here like a monk, 
like an old invalided soldier, kenceforth withdrawn 
from active life. My son long begged me to take one 
of the fine rooms downstairs. But what would have 
been the use of it ? I have no needs, and I scarcely 
care for feather beds, for my old bones are accustomed 
to the hard ground. And then too I have such a fine 
view up here, all Eome presenting herself to me, now 
that I can no longer go to her.’’ 

With a wave of the hand towards the window he 
sought to hide the embarrassment, the slight flush 
which came to him each time that he thus excused 
his son ; unwilling as he was to tell the true reason, 
the scruple of probity which had made him obstinately 
cling to his bare pauper’s lodging. 

But it is very nice, the view is superb 1 ” declared 
Pierre, in order to please him. “I am for my own 
part very glad to see you, very glad to be able to 
grasp your valiant hands, which accomplished so 
many great things.” 

Orlando made a fresh gesture, as though to sweep 
the past away. “Pooh! pooh! all that is dead and 
buried. Let us talk about you, my dear Monsieur 
Proment, you who are young and represent the pres- 
ent; and especially about your book, which represents 
the future! Ah! if you only knew how angry your 
book, your “l:7ew Eome,” made me first of all.” 

He began to laugh, and took the book from off the 
table near him ; then, tapping on its cover with his 
big, broad hand, he continued : “No, you cannot 
imagine with what starts of protest I read your 
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■book. The Pope, and again the Pope, and always 
the Pope! Kew Eome to he created by the Pope and 
for the Pope, to triumph thanks to the Pope, to be 
given to the Pope, and to fuse its glory in the glory 
of the Pope ! But what about us ? What about 
Italy ? What about all the millions which we have 
spent in order to make Eome a great capital? Ah! 
only a Frenchman, and a Frenchman of Paris, could 
have written such a book! But let me tell you, my 
dear sir, if you are ignorant of it, that Eome has 
become the capital of the kingdom of Italy, that we 
here have King Humbert, and the Italian people, a 
whole nation which must be taken into account, and 
which means to keep Eome — glorious, resuscitated 
Eome — for itself 1 ’’ 

This juvenile ardour made Pierre laugh in turn. 
‘‘Yes, yes,” said he, “you wrote me that. Only what 
does it matter from my point of view ? Italy is but 
one nation, a part of humanity, and I desire concord 
and fraternity among all the nations, mankind recon- 
ciled, believing, and happy. Of what consequence, 
then, is any particular form of government, monarchy 
or republic, of what consequence is any question of a 
united and independent country, if all mankind forms 
but one free people subsisting on truth and justice ? ” 

To only one word of this enthusiastic outburst did 
Orlando pay attention. In a lower tone, and with a 
dreamy air, he resumed : “Ah ! a republic. In my 
youth I ardently desired one. I fought for one ; I 
conspired with Mazzini, a saintly man, a believer, 
who was shattered by collision with the absolute. 
And then, too, one had to bow to practical necessities,- 
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tlie most obstinate ended by submitting. And nowa- 
days would a republic save us ? In any case it would 
differ but little from our parliamentary monarchy. 
Just think of what goes on in France! And so why 
risk a revolution which would place power in the hands 
of the extreme revolutionists, the anarchists ? We 
fear all that, and this explains our resignation. I 
know very well that a few think they can detect sal- 
vation in a republican federation, a reconstitution of 
all the former little states in so many republics, over 
which Eome would preside. The Yatican would gain 
largely by any such transformation; still one cannot 
say that it endeavours to bring it about ; it simply 
regards the eventuality without disfavour. But it is 
a dream, a dream ! ” 

At this Orlando^s gaiety came back to him, with 
even a little gentle irony: “You don’t know, I sup- 
pose, what it was that took my fancy in your book — 
for, in spite of all my protests, I have read it twice. 
Well, what pleased me was that Mazzini himself 
might almost have written it at one time. Yes! I 
found all my youth again in your pages, all the wild 
hope of my twenty -fifth year, the new religion of a 
humanitarian Christ, the pacification of the world 
effected by the Gospel! Are you aware that, long 
before your time, Mazzini desired the renovation of 
Christianity? He set dogma and discipline on one 
side and only retained morals. And it was new 
Kome, the Eome of the people, which he would have 
given as see to the universal Church, in which all the 
churches of the past were to be fused — Eome, the 
eternal and predestined city, the mother and queen, 
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•whose domination was to arise anew to ensure the 
definitive happiness of mankind! Is it not curious 
that all the present-day Keo-Catholicism, the vague^ 
spiritualistic awakening, the evolution towards com- 
munion and Christian charity, with which some are 
making so much stir, should be simply a return of 
the mystical and humanitarian ideas of 1848 ? Alas! 
I saw all that, I believed and burned, and I know 
in what a fine mess those flights into the azure of 
mystery landed us ! So it cannot be helped, I lack 
confidence. 

Then, as Pierre on his side was growing impas- 
sioned and sought to reply, he stopped him: “ITo, 
let me finish. I only want to convince you how 
absolutely necessary it was that we should take Pome 
and make her the capital of Italy. Without Pome 
new Italy could not have existed ; Pome represented 
the glory of ancient time ; in her dust lay the sover- 
eign power which we wished to re-establish 5 she 
brought strength, beauty, eternity to those who pos- 
sessed her. Standing in the middle of our country, 
she was its heart, and must assuredly become its life 
as soon as she should be awakened from the long 
sleep of ruin. Ah! how we desired her, amidst vic- 
tory and amidst defeat, through years and years of 
frightful impatience! Por my part I loved her, and 
longed for her, far more than for any woman, with 
my blood burning, and in despair that I should be 
growing old. And when possessed her, our folly 
was a desire to behold her huge, magnificent, and 
commanding all at once, the eq^ual of the other great 
capitals of Europe — Berlin, Paris, and London. 
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Look at her I she is still my only lore, my only con- 
solation now tkat I am virtually dead, with nothing 
alive in me but my eyes.” 

With the same gesture as before, be directed 
Pierre’s attention to the window. Under the glow- 
ing sky Pome stretched out in its immensiiy, empur- 
pled and gilded by the slanting sunrays. Across the 
horizon, far, far away, the trees of the Janiculum 
stretched a green girdle, of a limpid emerald hue, 
whilst the dome of St. Peter’s, more to the left, 
showed palely blue, like a sapphire bedimmed by too 
bright a light. Then came the low town, the old 
ruddy city, baked as it were by centuries of burning 
summers, soft to the eye and beautiful with the deep 
life of the past, an unbounded chaos of roofs, gables, 
towers, campanili, and cupolas. But, in the fore- 
ground under the window, there was the new city — 
that which had been building for the last five and 
twenty years — huge blocks of masonry piled up side 
by side, still white with plaster, neither the sun nor 
history having as yet robed them in purple. And 
in particular the roofs of the colossal Palazzo delle 
Pinanze had a disastrous effect, spreading out like 
far, bare steppes of cruel hideousness. And it was 
upon the desolation and abomination of all the newly 
erected piles that the eyes of the old soldier of con- 
quest at last rested. 

Silence ensued, Pierre felt the faint chill of hid- 
den, unacknowledged sadness pass by, and courteously 
waited. 

must beg your pardon for having interrupted 
you just now,” resumed Orlando j “but it seems to 
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me that we cannot talk about your book to any good 
purpose until you have seen and studied E-ome closely . 
You only arrived yesterday, did you not? Well, 
stroll about the city, look at things, question people, 
and I think that many of your ideas will change. I 
shall particularly like to know your impression of 
the Vatican since you have come here solely to see 
the Pope and defend your book against the Index. 
Why should we discuss things to-day, if facts them- 
selves are calculated to bring you to other views, far 
more readily than the finest speeches which I might 
make ? It is understood, you will come to see me 
again, and we shall then know what we are talking 
about, and, maybe, agree together. 

“Why certainly, you are too kind,^^ replied Pierre. 
“I only came to-day to express my gratitude to you 
for having read my book so attentively, and to pay 
homage to one of the glories of Italy. 

Orlando was not listening, but remained for a 
moment absorbed in thought, with his eyes still 
resting upon Pome. And overcome, despite himself, 
by secret disquietude, he resumed in a low voice as 
though making an involuntary confession: “We have 
gone too fast, no doubt. There were expenses of 
undeniable utility — 'the roads, ports, and railways. 
And it was necessary to arm the country also ; I did 
not at first disapprove of the heavy military burden. 
But since then how crushing has been the war budget 
— a war which has never come, and the long wait for 
which has ruined us. Ah! I have always been the 
friend of France. I only reproach her with one thing, 
that she has failed to understand the position in which 
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we were placed, tlie vital reasons whicii compelled ns 
to ally ourselves with Germany. And then there are 
the thousand millions of lire ^ swallowed up in E,ome ! 
That was the real madness ; pride and enthusiasm led 
us astray. Old and solitary as IVe been for many 
years now, given to deep reflection, I was one of the 
first to divine the pitfall, the frightful financial crisis, 
the deficit which would bring about the collapse of 
the nation. I shouted it from the housetops, to my 
son, to all who came near me; but what was the use ? 
They didn’t listen; they were mad, still buying and 
selling and building, with no thought but for gambling 
booms and bubbles. But you’ll see, you’ll see. And 
the worst is that we are not situated as you are ; we 
haven’t a reserve of men and money in a dense peasant 
population, whose thrifty savings are always at hand 
to fill up the gaps caused by big catastrophes. There 
is no social rise among our people as yet ; fresh men 
don’t spring up out of the lower classes to reinvigo- 
rate the national blood, as they constantly do in your 
country. And, besides, the people are poor ; they 
have no stockings to empty. The misery is fright- 
ful, I must admit it. Those who have any money 
prefer to spend it in the towns in a petty way rather 
than to risk it in agricultural or manufacturing enter- 
prise. Factories are but slowly built, and the land is 
almost everywhere tilled in the same primitive man- 
ner as it was two thousand years ago. And then, too, 
take Eome — Eome, which didn’t make Italy, but 
which Italy made its capital to satisfy an ardent, 
overpowering desire — Eome, which is still but a 
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splendid bit of scenery, picturing the glory of the 
centuries, and which, apart from its historical splen- 
dour, has only given us its degenerate papal popula- 
tion, swollen with ignorance and pride! Ah! I loved 
Eonie too well, and I still love it too well to regret 
being now within its walls. But, good heavens! 
what insanity its acquisition brought us, what piles 
of money it has cost us, and how heavily and 
triumphantly it weighs us down ! Look ! look ! 

He waved his hand as he spoke towards the livid 
roofs of the Palazzo delle Finanze, that vast and 
desolate steppe, as though he could see the harvest 
of glory all stripped off and bankruptcy appear with 
its fearful, threatening bareness. Eestrained tears 
were dimming his eyes, and he looked superbly piti- 
ful with his expression of baffled hope and grievous 
disquietude, with his huge white head, the muzzle of 
an old blanched lion henceforth powerless and caged 
in that bare, bright room, whose poverty-stricken 
aspect was instinct with so much pride that it seemed, 
as it were, a protest against the monumental splen- 
dour of the whole surrounding district! So those 
were the purposes to which the conquest had been 
put! And to think that he was impotent, henceforth 
unable to give his blood and his soul as he had done 
in the days gone by. 

Yes, yes,” he exclaimed in a final outburst; ^'one 
gave everything, heart and brain, one^s whole life 
indeed, so long as it was a question of making the 
country one and independent. But, now that the 
country is ours, just try to stir up enthusiasm for 
the reorganisation of its finances ! There^s no ideal- 
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ity in that! And this explains why^ whilst the old 
ones are dying off, not a new man comes to the front 
among the young ones — ” 

All at once he stopped, looking somewhat embar- 
rassed, yet smiling at his feverishness. Excuse 
me,” he said, “I’m off again, I’m incorrigible. But 
it’s understood, we’ll leave that subject alone, and 
you’ll come back here, and we’ll chat together when 
you’ve seen everything.” 

From that moment he showed himself extremely 
pleasant, and it was apparent to Pierre that he 
regretted having said so much, by the seductive affa- 
bility and growing affection which he now displayed. 
He begged the young priest to prolong his sojourn, 
to abstain from all hasty judgments on Eome, and to 
rest convinced that, at bottom, Italy still loved Prance. 
And he was also very desirous that Prance should 
love Italy, and displayed genuine anxiety at the 
thought that perhaps she loved her no more. As 
at the Boccanera mansion, on the previous evening, 
Pierre realised that an attempt was being made to 
persuade him to admiration and affection. Like a 
susceptible woman with secret misgivings respecting 
the attractive power of her beauty, Italy was all 
anxiety with regard to the opinion of her visitors, and 
strove to win and retain their love. 

However, Orlando again became impassioned when 
he learnt that Pierre was staying at the Boccanera 
mansion, and he made a gesture of extreme annoyance 
on hearing, at that very moment, a knock at the outer 
door. “Come in!” he called j but at the same time 
he detained Pierre, saying, “PTo, no, don’t go yet ; I 
wish to know — ” 
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But a lady came in — z, woman of over forty, sliort 
and extremely plump, and still attractive witli lier 
small features and pretty smile swamped in fat. She 
was a blonde, with, green, limpid eyes; and, fairly well 
dressed in a sober, nicely fitting mignonette gown, 
she looked at once pleasant, modest, and shrewd. 

Ah! it’s you, Stefana,” said the old man, letting 
her kiss him. 

Yes, uncle, I was passing by and came up to see 
how you were getting on.” 

The visitor was the Signora Sacco, niece of Prada 
and a Neapolitan by birth, her mother having quitted 
Milan to marry a certain Pagani, a Neapolitan banker, 
who had afterwards failed. Subsequent to that dis- 
aster Stefana had married Sacco, then merely a petty 
post-office clerk. He, later on, wishing to revive his 
father-in-law’s business, had launched into all sorts 
of terrible, complicated, suspicious affairs, which 
by unforeseen luck had ended in his election as a 
deputy. Since he had arrived in Eome, to conquer 
the city in his turn, his wife had been compelled to 
assist his devouring ambition by dressing well and 
opening a salon j and, although she was still a little 
awkward, she rendered him many real services, being 
very economical and prudent, a thorough good house- 
wife, with all the sterling, substantial qualities of 
Northern Italy which she had inherited from her 
mother, and which showed conspicuously beside the 
turbulence and carelessness of her husband, in whom 
flared Southern Italy with its perpetual, rageful 
appetite. 

Despite his contempt for Sacco, old Orlando had 
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retained some affection for liis niece, in whose veins 
flowed blood similar to his own. He thanked her for 
her kind inquiries, and then at once spoke of an 
announcement which he had read in the morning 
papers, for he suspected that the deputy had sent his 
wife to ascertain his opinion. 

‘^Well, and that ministry?” he asked. 

The Signora had seated herself and made no haste 
to reply, but glanced at the newspapers strewn over 
the table.- ^^Oh! nothing is settled yet,” she at last 
responded ; “ the newspapers spoke out too soon. 
The Prime Minister sent for Sacco, and they had a 
talk together. But Sacco hesitates a good deal; he 
fears that he has no aptitude for the Department of 
Agriculture. Ah! if it were only the Pinances — 
However, in any case, he would not have come to a 
decision without consulting you. What do you think 
of it, uncle ? ” 

He interrupted her with a violent wave of the hand : 
“Ho, no, I won’t mix myself up in such matters! ” 

To him the rapid success of that adventurer Sacco, 
that schemer and gambler who had always fished in 
troubled waters, was an abomination, the beginning 
of the end. His son Luigi certainly distressed him; 
but it was even worse to think that — whilst Luigi, 
with his great intelligence and many remaining fine 
qualities, was nothing at all — Sacco, on the other 
hand, Sacco, blunderhead and ever-famished battener 
that he was, had not merely slipped into parliament, 
but was now, it seemed, on the point of securing 
office ! A little, swarthy, dry man he was, with big, 
round eyes, projecting cheekbones, and prominent 
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diin. Ever dancing and cliattering, lie was gifted 
with a showy eloquence, all the force of which lay 
in his voice — a voice which at will became admira- 
bly powerful or gentle ! And withal an insinuating 
man, profiting by every opportunity, wheedling and 
commanding by turn. 

'‘You hear, Stef ana,'' said Orlando; '^tell your 
husband that the only advice I have to give him is 
to return to his clerkship at the post-office, where 
perhaps he may be of use." 

What particularly filled the old soldier with indig- 
nation and despair was that such a man, a Sacco, 
should have fallen like a bandit on Eome — on that 
Eome whose conquest had cost so many noble efforts. 
And in his turn Sacco was conquering the city, was 
carrying it off from those who had won it by such 
hard toil, and was simply using it to satisfy his wild 
passion for power and its attendant enjoyments. 
Beneath his wheedling air there was the determina- 
tion to devour everything. After the victory, while 
the spoil lay there, still warm, the wolves had come. 
It was the North that had made Italy, whereas the 
South, eager for the quarry, simply rushed upon the 
country, preyed upon it. And beneath the anger of 
the old stricken hero of Italian unity there was indeed 
all the growing antagonism of the North towards the 
South — ^the North industrious, economical, shrewd 
in politics, enlightened, full of all the great mod- 
ern ideas, and the South ignorant and idle, bent 
on enjoying life immediately, amidst childish dis- 
order in action, and an empty show of fine sonorous 
words. 
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Stefana had begun to smile in a placid way while 
glancing at Pierre^ who had approached the window. 
'^Oh, yon say that, uncle,” she responded; “but yon 
love ns well all the same, and more than once yon 
have given me myself some good advice, for which 
I’na very thankful to yon. For instance, there’s that 
affair of Attilio’s — ” 

She was alluding to her son, the lieutenant, and his 
love affair with Celia, the little Princess Buongio- 
vanni, of which all the drawing-rooms, white and 
black alike, were talking. 

“Attilio — that’s another matter !” exclaimed Or- 
lando. “ He and yon are both of the same blood as 
myself, and it’s wonderful how I see myself again in 
that fine fellow. Yes, he is just the same as I was 
at his age, good-looking and brave and enthusiastic! 
I’m paying myself compliments, you see. But, really 
now, Attilio warms my heart, for he is the future, and 
brings me back some hope. Well, and what about his 
affair ? ” 

^^Oh! it gives us a lot of worry, uncle. I spoke to 
you about it before, but you shrugged your shoulders, 
saying that in matters of that kind all that the par- 
ents had to do was to let the lovers settle their affairs 
between them. Still, we don’t want everybody to 
repeat that we are urging our son to get the little 
princess to elope with him, so that he may afterwards 
marry her money and title.” 

At this Orlando indulged in a frank outburst of 
gaiety: “That’s a fine scruple! Was it your hus- 
band who instructed you to tell me of it ? I know, 
however, that he affects some delicacy in this matter. 
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Por my own part^ I believe myself to be as honest 
as be is, and I can only repeat that, if I bad a 
son like yonrs, so straightforward and good, and 
candidly loving, I sbonld let him marry whomsoever 
he pleased in his own way. The Buongiovannis — 
good heavens! the Buongiovannis — why, despite 
all their rank and lineage and the money they still 
possess, it will be a great honour for them to have 
a handsome young man with a noble heart as their 
son-in-law ! ” 

Again did Stefana assume an expression of placid 
satisfaction. She had certainly only come there for 
approval. “Yery well, uncle,’’ she replied, ^^I’ll 
repeat that to my husband, and he will pay great 
attention to it; for if you are severe towards him he 
holds you in perfect veneration. And as for that 
ministry — well, perhaps nothing will be done, Sacco 
will decide according to circumstances.” 

She rose and took her leave, kissing the old soldier 
very affectionately as on her arrival. And she com- 
plimented him on his good looks, declaring that she 
found him as handsome as ever, and making him 
smile by speaking of a lady who was still madly 
in love with him. Then, after acknowledging the 
young priest’s silent salutation by a slight bow, she 
went off, once more wearing her modest and sensible 
air. 

For a moment Orlando, with his eyes turned 
towards the door, remained silent, again sad, reflect- 
ing no doubt on all the difficult, equivocal present, so 
different from the glorious past. But all at once he 
turned to Pierre, who was still waiting. “And so. 
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my friend,” said lie, “you are staying at tlie Palazzo 
Boccanera ? All I wliat a grieyous misfortune tliere 
lias been on that side too!” 

However, when the priest had told him of his con- 
versation with Benedetta, and of her message that she 
still loved him and would never forget his goodness to 
her, no matter whatever happened, he appeared moved 
and his voice trembled: “Yes, she has a good heart, 
she has no spitS. But what would you have? She did 
not love Luigi, and he was possibly violent. There is 
no mystery about the matter now, and I can speak to 
you freely, since to my great grief everybody knows 
what has happened.” 

Then Orlando abandoned himself to his recollec- 
tions, and related how keen had been his delight on 
the eve of the marriage at the thought that so lovely 
a creature would become his daughter, and set some 
youth and charm around his invalid’s arm-chair. He 
had always worshipped beauty, and would have had no 
other love than woman, if his country had not seized 
upon the best part of him. And Benedetta on her side 
loved him, revered him, constantly coming up to spend 
long hours with him, sharing his poor little room, 
which at those times became resplendent with all the 
divine grace that she brought with her. With her 
fresh breath near him, the pure scent she diffused, 
the caressing womanly tenderness with which she 
surrounded him, he lived anew. But, immediately 
afterwards, what a frightful drama and how his 
heart had bled at his inability to reconcile the hus- 
band and the wife ! He could not possibly say that 
his son was in the wrong in, desiring to be the loved 
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and accepted spouse. At first indeed he had hoped 
to soften Benedetta, and throw her into Luigi’s arms. 
But when she had confessed herself to him in tears, 
owning her old love for Dario, and her horror of 
belonging to another, he realised that she would 
never yield. And a whole year had then gone by; 
he had lived for a whole year imprisoned in his arm- 
chair, with that poignant drama progressing beneath 
him in those luxurious rooms whence*' no sound even 
reached his ears. How many times had he not lis- 
tened, striving to hear, fearing atrocious quarrels, in 
despair at his inability to prove still useful by creat- 
ing happiness. He knew nothing by his son, who kept 
his own counsel; he only learnt a few particulars 
from Benedetta at intervals when emotion left her 
defenceless; and that marriage in which he had for a 
moment espied the much-needed alliance between old 
and new Rome, that unconsummated marriage filled 
him with despair, as if it were indeed the defeat of 
every hope, the final collapse of the dream which had 
filled his life. And he himself had ended by desiring 
the divorce, so unbearable had become the suffering 
caused by such a situation. 

^^Ah! my friend! ” he said to Pierre; never before 
did I so well understand the fatality of certain antag- 
onism, the possibility of working one’s own misfort- 
une and that of others, even when one has the most 
loving heart and upright mind! ” 

But at that moment the door again opened, and 
this time, without knocking. Count Luigi Prada 
came in. And after rapidly bowing to the visitor, 
who had risen, he gently took hold of his father’s 
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hands and felt them, as if fearing that they might be 
too warm or too cold. 

^^IVe just arrived from Frascati, where I had to 
sleep,” said he; ^‘for the interruption of all that 
building gives me a lot of worry. And told 
that you spent a bad night!” 

“No, I assure you.” 

“Oh! I knew you wouldn’t own it. But why will 
you persist in living up here without any comfort ? 
All this isn’t suited to your age. I should be so 
pleased if you would accept a more comfortable room 
where you might sleep better.” 

“No, no — I know that you love me well, my dear 
Luigi. But let me do as my old head tells me. 
That’s the only way to make me happy.” 

Pierre was much struck by the ardent affection 
which sparkled in the eyes of the two men as they 
gazed at one another, face to face. This seemed to 
him very touching and beautiful, knowing as he did 
how many contrary ideas and actions, how many 
moral divergencies separated them. And he next 
took an interest in comparing them physically. 
Count Luigi Prada, shorter, more thick-set than his 
father, had, however, much the same strong energetic 
head, crowned with coarse black hair, and the same 
frank but somewhat stern eyes set in a face of clear com- 
plexion, barred by thick moustaches. But his mouth 
differed — a sensual, voracious mouth it was, with wolf- 
ish teeth — a mouth of prey made for nights of rap- 
ine, when the only question is to bite, and tear, and 
devour others. And for this reason, when some praised 
the frankness in his eyes, another would retort : “ Yes, 
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but I don^t like bis mouth.” His feet were large, his 
hands plump and over-broad, but admirably cared for. 

And Pierre marvelled at finding him such as he had 
anticipated. He knew enough of his story to pict- 
ure in him a hero’s son spoilt by conquest, eagerly 
devouring the harvest garnered by his father’s glori- 
ous sword. And he particularly studied how the 
father’s virtues had deflected and become transformed 
into vices in the son — the most noble qualities being 
perverted, heroic and disinterested energy lapsing 
into a ferocious appetite for possession, the man of 
battle leading to the man of booty, since the great 
gusts of enthusiasm no longer swept by, since men no 
longer fought, since they remained there resting, pil- 
laging, and devouring amidst the heaped-up spoils. 
And the pity of it was that the old hero, the para- 
lytic, motionless father beheld it all — beheld the 
degeneration of his son, the speculator and company 
promoter gorged with millions ! 

However, Orlando introduced Pierre. “This is 
Monsieur I’Abbe Pierre Froment, whom I spoke to 
you about,” he said, “the author of the book which 
I gave you to read.” 

Luigi Prada showed himself very amiable, at once 
talking of Eome with an intelligent passion like one 
who wished to make the city a great modern capital. 
He had seen Paris transformed by the Second Empire; 
he had seen Berlin enlarged and embellished after the 
German victories ; and, according to him, if Eome did 
not follow the movement, if it did not become the 
inhabitable capital of a great people, it was threatened 
with prompt death : either a crumbling museum or a 



BOMB 


19T 


renovated, resuscitated city — those were the alterna- 
tives.^ 

Greatly struck, almost gained over already, Pierre 
listened to this clever man, charmed with his firm, 
clear mind. He knew how skilfully Prada had 
manoeuvred in the affair of the Villa Montefiori, 
enriching himself when every one else was ruined, 
having doubtless foreseen the fatal catastrophe even 
while the gambling passion was maddening the entire 
nation. However, the young priest could already de- 
tect marks of weariness, precocious wrinkles and a 
fall of the lips, on that determined, energetic face, as 
though its possessor were growing tired of the contin- 
ual struggle that he had to carry on amidst surround- 
ing downfalls, the shock of which threatened to bring 
the most firmly established fortunes to the ground. 
It was said that Prada had recently had grave cause 
for anxiety ; and indeed there was no longer any solid- 
ity to be founds everything might be swept away by 
the financial crisis which day by day was becoming 
more and more serious. In the case of Luigi, sturdy 
son though he was of Northern Italy, a sort of degen- 
eration had set in, a slow rot, caused by the softening, 
perversive influence of Eome. He had there rushed 
upon the satisfaction of every appetite, and prolonged 
enjoyment was exhausting him. This, indeed, was 
one of the causes of the deep silent sadness of Or- 

1 Personally I should have thought the example of Berlin a great 
deterrent. The enlargement and emheUishment of the Prussian 
capital, after the war of 1870, was attended by far greater roguery 
and wholesale swindling than even the previous transformation of 
Paris. Thousands of people too were ruined, and instead of an 
increase of prosperity the result was the very reverse. — Trans. 
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lando, who was compelled to witness the swift deterio- 
ration of his conquering race, whilst Sacco, the Italian 
of the South --served as it were by the climate, 
accustomed to the voluptuous atmosphere, the life 
of those sun-baked cities compounded of the dust 
of antiquity — bloomed there like the natural vegeta- 
tion of a soil saturated with the crimes of history, 
and gradually grasped everything, both wealth and 
power. 

As Orlando spoke of Stef ana’s visit to his son, 
Sacco’s name was mentioned. Then, without another 
word, the two men exchanged a smile. A rumour 
was current that the Minister of Agriculture, lately 
deceased, would perhaps not be replaced immediately, 
and that another minister would take charge of the 
department pending the next session of the Chamber. 

Next the Palazzo Boccanera was mentioned, and 
Pierre, his interest awakened, became more attentive. 
“Ah!” exclaimed Count Luigi, turning to him, “so 
you are staying in the Via G-iulia? All the Pome of 
olden time sleeps there in the silence of forgetfulness.” 

With perfect ease he went on to speak of the Car- 
dinal and even of Benedetta — “the Countess,” as he 
called her. But, although he was careful to let no 
sign of anger escape him, the young priest could 
divine that he was secretly quivering, full of suffer- 
ing and spite. In him the enthusiastic energy of his 
father appeared in a baser, degenerate form. Quit- 
ting the yet handsome Princess Plavia in his passion 
for Benedetta, her divinely beautiful niece, he had 
resolved to make the latter his own at any cost ; 
determined to marry her, to struggle with her and 
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overcome her, although he knew that she loved him 
not; and that he would almost certainly wreck his 
entire life. Rather than relinquish her, however, he 
would have set Rome on fire. And thus his hopeless 
suffering was now great indeed : this woman was but 
his wife in name, and so torturing was the thought of 
her disdain, that at times, however calm his outward 
demeanour, he was consumed by a jealous vindictive 
sensual madness that did not even recoil from the idea 
of crime. 

Monsieur T Abbe is acquainted with the situation,” 
sadly murmured old Orlando. 

His son responded by a wave of the hand, as though 
to say that everybody was acquainted with it. Ah ! 
father,” he added, but for you I should never have 
consented to take part in those proceedings for annul- 
ling the marriage ! The Countess would have found 
herself compelled to return here, and would not now- 
adays be deriding us with her lover, that cousin of 
hers, Dario I ” 

At this Orlando also waved his hand, as if in pro- 
test. 

Oh ! it^s a fact, father,” continued Luigi. Why 
did she flee from here if it wasn’t to go and live with 
her lover ? And indeed, in my opinion, it’s scanda- 
lous that a Cardinal’s palace should shelter such 
goings-on ! ” 

This was the report which he spread abroad, the 
accusation which he everywhere levelled against his 
wife, of publicly carrying on a shameless liaison. In 
reality, however, he did not believe a word of it, being 
too well acquainted with Benedetta’s firm rectitude, 
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and her determination to belong to none but the man 
she lovedj and to Mm only in marriage. However, in 
Prada^s eyes siicli accusations were not only fair play 
but also very efiS.cacious. 

And now, although he turned pale with covert ex- 
asperation, and laughed a hard, vindictive, cruel laugh, 
he went on to speak in a bantering tone of the pro- 
ceedings for annulling the marriage, and in particular 
of the plea put forward by Benedetta^s advocate 
Morano. And at last his language became so free 
that Orlando, with a glance towards the priest, gently 
interposed: Luigi! Luigi!” 

Yes, you are right, father, Idl say no more,” there- 
upon added the young Count. But it^s really abom- 
inable and ridiculous. Lisbeth, you know, is highly 
amused at it.” 

Orlando again looked displeased, for when visitors 
were present he did not like his son to refer to the 
person whom he had just named. Lisbeth Kauffmann, 
very dlonde and pink and, merry, was barely thirty 
years of age, and belonged to the Eoman foreign 
colony. Por two years past she had been a widow, 
her husband having died at Rome whither he had 
come to nurse a complaint of the lungs. Thencefor- 
ward free, and sufficiently well off, she had remained 
in the city by taste, having a marked predilection for 
art, and painting a little, herself. In the Via Principe 
Amadeo, in the new Yiminal district, she had pur- 
chased a little palazzo, and transformed a large apart- 
ment on its second floor into a studio hung with old 
stuffs, and balmy in every season with the scent of 
flowers. The place was well known to tolerant and 
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intelleetiial society. Lisbetli was tbere found in per- 
petual jubilation, clad in a long blouse, somewhat of 
a gamine in her ways, trenchant too and often bold of 
speech, but neyertheless capital company, and as yet 
compromised with nobody but Prada. Their liaison 
had begun some four months after his wife had left 
him, and now Lisbeth was near the time of becoming 
a mother. This she in no wise concealed, but dis- 
played such candid tranquillity and happiness that 
her numerous acquaintances continued to visit her as 
if there were nothing in question, so facile and free 
indeed is the life of the great cosmopolitan continen- 
tal cities. Under the circumstances which his wife^s 
suit had created, Prada himself was not displeased at 
the turn which events had taken with regard to Lis- 
beth, but none the less his incurable wound still bled. 
There could be no compensation for the bitterness of 
Benedetta’s disdain, it was she for whom his heart 
burned, and he dreamt of one day wreaking on her 
a tragic punishment. 

Pierre, knowing nothing of Lisbeth, failed to under- 
stand the allusions of Orlando and his son. But real- 
ising that there was some embarrassment between 
them, he sought to take countenance by picking from 
off the littered table a thick book which, to his sur- 
prise, he found to be a Prench educational work, one 
of those manuals for the haccalaurScUy^ containing a 
digest of the knowledge which the ofS-cial programmes 


1 The examination for the degree of bachelor, which degree is 
the necessary passport to all the liberal professions in France. 
M. Zola, by the way, failed to secnre it, being ploughed for “ in- 
sufficiency in nterature ” ! — Trans, 
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require. It was but a bumble, practical, elementary 
work, yet it necessarily dealt witb all tbe mathemati- 
cal, physical, chemical, and natural sciences, thus 
broadly outlining the intellectual conquests of the 
century, the present phase of human knowledge. 

^^Ah!” exclaimed Orlando, well pleased with the 
diyersion, ^^you are looking at the book of my old 
friend Theophile Morin. He was one of the thousand 
of Marsala, you know, and helped us to conquer Sicily 
and Naples. A hero I But for more than thirty years 
now he has been living in France again, absorbed in 
the duties of his petty professorship, which hasn’t 
made him at all rich. And so he lately published that 
book, which sells very well in France it seems ; and 
it occurred to him that he might increase his modest 
profits on it by issuing translations, an Italian one 
among others. He and I have remained brothers, and 
thinking that my infiuence would prove decisive, he 
wishes to utilise it. But he is mistaken ; I fear, alas 1 
that I shall be unable to get anybody to take up his 
book.” 

At this Luigi.Prada, who had again become very com- 
posed and amiable, shrugged his shoulders slightly, 
full as he was of the scepticism of his generation 
which desired to maintain things in their actual state 
so as to derive the greatest profit from them. What 
would be the good of it ?” he murmured ; there are 
too many books already ! ” 

“No, no!” the old man passionately retorted, 
“there can never be too many books! We still and 
ever require fresh ones! It’s by literature, not by 
the sword, that mankind will overcome falsehood and 
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injustice and attain to the final peace of fraternity 
among the nations — Oh! you may smile ; I know 
that you call these ideas my fancies of ’48, the fan- 
cies of a greybeard, as people say in Erance; But 
it is none the less true that Italy is doomed, if the 
problem be not attacked from down below, if the 
people be not properly fashioned. And there is 
only one way to make a nation, to create men, and 
that is to educate them, to develop by educational 
means the immense lost force which now stagnates in 
ignorance and idleness. Yes, yes, Italy is made, but 
let us make an Italian nation. And give us more 
and more books, and let us ever go more and more 
forward into science and into light, if we wish to live 
and to be healthy, good, and strong! ” 

With his torso erect, with his powerful leonine 
muzzle flaming with the white brightness of his 
beard and hair, old Orlando looked superb. And in 
that simple, candid chamber, so touching with its 
intentional poverty, he raised his cry of hope with 
such intensity of feverish faith, that before the young 
priest’s eyes there arose another figure — that of Car- 
dinal Boccanera, erect and black save for his snow- 
white hair, and likewise glowing with heroic beauty 
in his crumbling palace whose gilded ceilings threat- 
ened to fall about his head! Ah! the magnificent 
stubborn men of the past, the believers, the old men 
who still show themselves more virile, more ardent 
than the young! Those two represented the opposite 
poles of belief; they had not an idea, an affection in 
common, and in that ancient city of Borne, where 
all was being blown away in dust, they alone seemed 
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to protest, indestructible, face to face like two parted 
brothers, standing motionless on either horizon. And 
to have seen them thus, one after the other, so great 
and grand, so lonely, so detached from ordinary life, 
was to fill one^s day with a dream of eternity. 

Luigi, however, had taken hold of the old man’s 
hands to calm him by an affectionate filial clasp. 
“Yes, yes, you are right, father, always right, and 
I’m a fool to contradict you. ISTow, pray don’t move 
about like that, for you are uncovering yourself, and 
your legs will get cold again.” 

So saying, he knelt down and very carefully 
arranged the wrapper; and then remaining on the 
floor like a child, albeit he was two and forty, he 
raised his moist eyes, full of mute, entreating wor- 
ship towards the old man who, calmed and deeply 
moved, caressed his hair with a trembling touch. 

Pierre had been there for nearly two hours, when 
he at last took leave, greatly struck and affected by 
all that he had seen and heard. And again he had 
to promise that he would return and have a long chat 
with Orlando. Once out of doors he walked along at 
random. It was barely four o’clock, and it was his 
idea to ramble in this wise, without any predeter- 
mined programme, through Eome at that delightful 
hour when the sun sinks in the refreshed and far 
blue atmosphere. Almost immediately, however, he 
found himself in the Yia Hazionale, along which 
he had driven on arriving the previous day. And he 
recognised the huge livid Banca d’ Italia, the green 
gardens climbing to the Quirinal, and the heaven- 
soaring pines of the Villa Aldobrandini. Then, at 
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the turn of the street, as he stopped short in order 
that he might again contemplate the column of Tra- 
jan which now rose up darkly from its low piazza, 
already full of twilight, he was surprised to see a 
victoria suddenly pull up, and a young man cour- 
teously beckon to him. 

“Monsieur FAbbe Froment! Monsieur FAbbe Fro- 
ment I ” 

It was young Prince Dario Boccanera, on his way 
to his daily drive along the Corso. He now virtually 
subsisted on the liberality of his uncle the Cardinal, 
and was almost always short of money. But, like all 
the Eomans, he would, if necessary, have rather lived 
on bread and water than have forgone his carriage, 
horse, and coachman. An equipage, indeed, is the 
one indispensable luxury of Borne. 

“If you will come with me. Monsieur FAbbe Fro- 
ment, said the young Prince, “I will show you the 
most interesting part of our city.’^ 

He doubtless desired to please Benedetta, by behav- 
ing amiably towards her protSgS. Idle as he was, 
too, it seemed to him a pleasant occupation to initiate 
that young priest, who was said to be so intelligent, 
into what he deemed the inimitable side, the true 
florescence of Boman life. 

Pierre was compelled to accept, although he would 
have preferred a solitary stroll. Yet he was inter- 
ested in this young man, the last born of an exhausted 
race, who, while seemingly incapable of either thought 
or action, was none the less very seductive with his 
high-bom pride and indolence. Far more a Boman 
than a patriot, Dario had never had the faintest incli- 
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Bation to rally to the new order of things, being well 
content to live apart and do nothing; and passionate 
though he was, he indulged in no follies, being very 
practical and sensible at heart, as are all his fellow- 
citizens, despite their apparent impetuosity. As 
soon as his carriage, after crossing the Piazza di 
Venezia, entered the Corso, he gave rein to his 
childish vanity, his desire to shine, his passion for 
gay, happy life in the open under the lovely sky. 
All this, indeed, was clearly expressed in the sim- 
ple gesture which he made whilst exclaiming : “ The 
Corso ! ” 

As on the previous day, Pierre was filled with as- 
tonishment. The long narrow street again stretched 
before him as far as the white dazzling Piazza del 
Popolo, the only difference being that the right-hand 
houses were now steeped in sunshine, whilst those on 
the left were black with shadow. What! was that 
the Corso then, that semi-obscure trench, close pressed 
hy high and heavy house-fronts, that mean roadway 
where three vehicles could scarcely pass abreast, and 
which serried shops lined with gaudy displays ? There 
was neither space, nor far horizon, nor refreshing 
greenery such as the fashionable drives of Paris could 
boast! iTothing but jostling, crowding, and stifling 
on the little footways under the narrow strip of sky. 
And although Dario named the pompous and historical 
palaces, Bonaparte, Doria, Odescalchi, Sciarra, and 
Chigi ; although he pointed out the column of Marcus 
Aurelius on the Piazza Colonna, the most lively square 
of the whole city with its everlasting throng of loung- 
ing, gazing, chattering people; although, all the way 
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to the Piazza del Popolo, he never ceased calling 
attention to ehnrcheSj houses, and side-streets, not- 
ably the Via dei Condotti, at the far end of which 
the Trinita de’ Monti, all golden in the glory of the 
sinking sun, appeared above that famous flight of 
steps, the triumphal Seala di Spagna — Pierre still 
and ever retained the impression of disillusion which 
the narrow, airless thoroughfare had conveyed to him : 
the palaces ” looked to him like mournful hospitals 
or barracks, the Piazza Colonna suffered terribly from 
a lack of trees, and the Trinita de’ Monti alone took 
his fancy by its distant radiance of fairyland. 

But it was necessary to come back from the Piazza 
del Popolo to the Piazza di Venezia, then return to 
the former square, and come back yet again, follow- 
ing the entire Corso three and four times without 
wearying. The delighted Dario showed himself and 
looked about him, exchanging salutations. On either 
footway was a compact crowd of promenaders whose 
eyes roamed over the equipages and whose hands 
could have shaken those of the carriage folks. So 
great at last became the number of vehicles that both 
lines were absolutely unbroken, crowded to such a 
point that the coachmen could do no more than walk 
their horses. Perpetually going up and coming down 
the Corso, people scrutinised and jostled one another. 
It was open-air promiscuity, all Rome gathered to- 
gether in the smallest possible space, the folks who 
knew one another and who met here as in a friendly 
drawing-room, and the folks belonging to adverse 
parties who did not speak together but who elbowed 
each other, and whose glances penetrated to each 
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other^s soul. Then a reyelation came to Pierre, and 
lie suddenly understood the Corso, the ancient cus- 
tom, the passion and glory of the city. Its pleas- 
ure lay precisely in the very narrowness of the street, 
in that forced elbowing which facilitated not only 
desired meetings but the satisfaction of curiosity, the 
display of vanity, and the garnering of endless tittle- 
tattle. All Roman society met here each day, displayed 
itself, spied on itself, offering itself in spectacle to 
its own eyes, with such an indispensable need of thus 
beholding itself that the man of birth who missed the 
Corso was like one out of his element, destitute of 
newspapers, living like a savage. And withal the 
atmosphere was delightfully balmy, and the narrow 
strip of sky between the heavy, rusty mansions dis- 
played an infinite azure purity. 

Dario never ceased smiling, and slightly inclining 
his head while he repeated to Pierre the names of 
princes and princesses, dukes and duchesses — high- 
sounding names whose flourish had filled history, 
whose sonorous syllables conjured up the shock of 
armour on the battlefield and the splendour of papal 
pomp with rol^es of purple, tiaras of gold, and sacred 
vestments sparkling with precious stones. And as 
Pierre listened and looked he was pained to see 
merely some corpulent ladies or undersized gentle- 
men, bloated or shrunken beings, whose ill-looks 
seemed to be increased by their modern attire. How- 
ever, a few pretty women went by, particularly some 
young, silent girls with large, clear eyes. And just 
as Dario had pointed out the Palazzo Buongiovanni, 
a huge seventeenth-century facade, with windows 
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encompassed by foliaged ornamentation deplorably 
heavy in style, be added gaily: 

^^Ab! look — tbat^s Attilio there on the footway. 
Young Lieutenant Sacco — you know, don^t you?^’ 

Pierre signed that he understood. Standing there 
in uniform, Attilio, so young, so energetic and brave 
of appearance, with a frank countenance softly illu- 
mined by blue eyes like his mother’s, at once pleased 
the priest. He seemed indeed the very personifica- 
tion of youth and love, with all their enthusiastic, 
disinterested hope in the future. 

« You’ll see by and by, when we pass the palace 
again,” said Dario. He’ll still be there and I’ll 
show you something.” 

Then he began to talk gaily of the girls of Eome, 
the little princesses, the little duchesses, so discreetly 
educated at the convent of the Sacred Heart, quitting 
it for the most part so ignorant and then completing 
their education beside their mothers, never going out 
but to accompany the latter on the obligatory drive to 
the Corso, and living through endless days, cloistered, 
imprisoned in the depths of sombre mansions. Nev- 
ertheless what tempests raged in those mute souls to 
which none had ever penetrated! what stealthy growth 
of will suddenly appeared from under passive obedi- 
ence, apparent unconsciousness of surroundings ! How 
many there were who stubbornly set their minds on 
carving out their lives for themselves, on choosing 
the man who might please them, and securing him 
despite the opposition of the entire world! And the 
lover was chosen there from among the stream of 
young men promenading the Corso, the lover hooked 
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with a glance during the daily drive, those candid 
eyes speaking aloud and sufficing for confession and 
the gift of all, whilst not a breath was wafted from 
the lips so chastely closed. And afterwards there 
came love letters, furtively exchanged in church, and 
the winning-over of maids to facilitate stolen meet- 
ings, at first so innocent. In the end, a marriage 
often resulted. 

Celia, for her part, had determined to win Attilio 
on the very first day when their eyes had met. And 
it was from a window of the Palazzo Buongiovanni 
that she had perceived him one afternoon of mortal 
weariness. He had just raised his head, and she had 
taken him for ever and given herself to him with 
those large, pure eyes of hers as they rested on his 
own. She was but an amorosa — nothing more ; he 
pleased her; she had set her heart on him — him and 
none other. She would have waited twenty years for 
him, but she relied on winning him at once by quiet 
stubbornness of will. People declared that the terrible 
fury of the Prince, her father, had proved impotent 
against her respectful, obstinate silence. He, man of 
mixed blood as he was, son of an American woman, 
and husband of an English woman, laboured but to 
retain his own name and fortune intact amidst the 
downfall of others; and it was rumoured that as the 
result of a quarrel which he had picked with his wife, 
whom he accused of not sufficiently watching over 
their daughter, the Princess had revolted, full not 
only of the pride of a foreigner who had brought a 
huge dowry in marriage, but also of such plain, frank 
egotism that she had declared she no longer found 
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time enougli to attend to herself^ let alone another. 
Had she not already done enough in bearing him five 
children ? She thought so ; and now she spent her 
time in worshipping herself, letting Celia do as she 
listed, and taking no further interest in the household 
through which swept stormy gusts. 

However, the carriage was again about to pass the 
Buongiovanni mansion, and Dario forewarned Pierre. 
“You see,” said he, “Attilio has come back. And 
now look up at the third window on the first floor.” 

It was at once rapid and charming. Pierre saw the 
curtain slightly drawn aside and Celia’s gentle face 
appear. Closed, candid lily, she did not smile, she 
did not move. Hothing could be read on those pure 
lips, or in those clear but fathomless eyes of hers. 
Yet she was taking Attilio to herself, and giving her- 
self to him without reserve. And soon the curtain 
fell once more. 

“ Ah, the little mask! ” muttered Dario. “ Can one 
ever tell what there is behind so much innocence?” 

As Pierre turned round he perceived Attilio, whose 
head was still raised, and whose face was also motion- 
less and pale, with closed mouth, and widely opened 
eyes. And the young priest was deeply touched, for 
this was love, absolute love in its sudden omnipotence, 
true love, eternal and juvenescent, in which ambition 
and calculation played no part. 

Then Dario ordered the coachman to drive up to 
the Pincio; for, before or after the Corso, the round 
of the Pincio is obligatory on fine, clear afternoons. 
First came the Piazza del Popolo, the most airy and reg- 
ular square of Eome, with its conjunction of thorough- 
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fares, its cliurclies and fountains, its central obelisk, 
and its two clumps of trees facing one another at 
either end of the small white paving-stones, betwixt 
the severe and sun-gilt buildings. Then, turning to 
the right, the carriage began to climb the inclined 
way to the Pincio — a magnificent winding ascent, 
decorated with bas-reliefs, statues, and fountains — 
a kind of apotheosis of marble, a commemoration of 
ancient Pome, rising amidst greenery. Up above, 
however, Pierre found the garden small, little better 
than a large square, with just the four necessary 
roadways to enable the carriages to drive round and 
round as long as they pleased. An uninterrupted 
line of busts of the great men of ancient and modern 
Italy fringed these roadways. But what Pierre most 
admired was the trees — trees of the most rare and 
varied kinds, chosen and tended with infinite care, 
and nearly always evergreens, so that in winter and 
summer alike the spot was adorned with lovely foliage 
of every imaginable shade of verdure. And beside 
these trees, along the fine, breezy roadways, Dario ^s 
victoria began to turn, following the continuous, 
unwearying stream of the other carriages. 

Pierre remarked one young woman of modest de- 
meanour and attractive simplicity who sat alone in a 
dark-blue victoria, drawn by a well-groomed, elegantly 
harnessed horse. She was very pretty, short, with 
chestnut hair, a creamy complexion, and large gentle 
eyes. Quietly robed in dead-leaf silk, she wore a 
large hat, which alone looked somewhat extravagant. 
And seeing that Dario was staring at her, the priest 
inquired her name, whereat the young Prince smiled. 
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Oil! she was nobody. La Tonietta was the name that 
people gave her ; she was one of the few demi-mon- 
daines that Eoman society talked of. Then, with the 
freeness and frankness which his race displays in such 
matters, Dario added some particulars. La Tonietta’s 
origin was obscure ; some said that she was the daugh- 
ter of an innkeeper of Tivoli, and others that of a hTea- 
politan banker. At all events, she was very intelligent, 
had educated herself, and knew thoroughly well how 
to receive and entertain people at the little palazzo 
in the Yia dei Mille, which had been given to her by 
old Marquis Manfredi now deceased. She made no 
scandalous show, had but one protector at a time, and 
the princesses and duchesses who paid attention to 
her at the Corso every afternoon, considered her nice- 
looking. One peculiarity had made her somewhat 
notorious. There was some one whom she loved and 
from whom she never accepted aught but a bouquet 
of white roses; and folks would smile indulgently 
when at times for weeks together she was seen driving 
round the Pincio with those pure, white bridal flowers 
on the carriage seat. 

Dario, however, suddenly paused in his explanations 
to address a ceremonious bow to a lady who, accom- 
panied by a gentleman, drove by in a large landau. 
Then he simply said to the priest: “My mother.” 

Pierre already knew of her. Yiscount de la Choue 
had told him her story, how, after Prince Onofrio 
Boccanera^s death, she had married again, although 
she was already fifty; how at the Gorso, just like 
some young girl, she had hooked with her eyes a 
handsome man to her liking — one, too, who was fif- 
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teen years lier junior. And Pierre also knew who 
that man was, a certain Jules Laporte, an ex-sergeant 
of the papal Swiss Guard, an ex-traveller in relics, 
compromised in an extraordinary “false relic ” fraud; 
and he was further aware that Laporte wife had 
made a fine-looking Marquis Montefiori of him, the 
last of the fortunate adventurers of romance, triumph- 
ing as in the legendary lands where shepherds are 
wedded to queens. 

At the next turn, as the large landau again went 
by, Pierre looked at the couple. The Marchioness 
was really wonderful, blooming with all the classical 
Eoman beauty, tall, opulent, and very dark, with the 
head of a goddess and regular if somewhat massive 
features, nothing as yet betraying her age except the 
down upon her upper lip. And the Marquis, the Eo- 
manised Swiss of Geneva, really had a proud bear- 
ing, with his solid soldierly figure and long wavy 
moustaches. People said that he was in no wise a 
fool but, on the contrary, very gay and very supple, 
just the man to please women. His wife so gloried 
in him that she dragged him about and displayed him 
everywhere, having begun life afresh with him as if 
she were still but twenty, spending on him the little 
fortune which she had saved from the Villa Montefiori 
disaster, and so completely forgetting her son that she 
only saw the latter now and again at the promenade 
and acknowledged his bow like that of some chance 
acquaintance. 

“ Let us go to see the sun set behind St. Peter’s,’’ 
all at once said Dario, conscientiously playing his part 
as a showman of curiosities. 
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Tlie victoria thereupon returned to the terrace, where 
a military band was now playing with a terrific blare 
of brass instruments. In order that their occupants 
might hear the music, a large number of carriages had 
already drawn up, and a growing crowd of loungers on 
foot had assembled there. And from that beautiful 
terrace, so broad and lofty, one of the most wonderful 
views of Eome was offered to the gaze. Beyond the 
Tiber, beyond the pale chaos of the new district of the 
castle meadows,^ and between the greenery of Monte 
Mario and the Janiculum arose St. Peter’s. Then on 
the left came all the olden city, an endless stretch of 
roofs, a rolling sea of edifices as far as the eye could 
reach. But one’s glances always came back to St. 
Peter’s, towering into the azure with pure and sover- 
eign grandeur. And, seen from the terrace, the slow 
sunsets in the depths of the vast sky behind the co- 
lossus were sublime. 

Sometimes there are topplings of sanguineous clouds, 
battles of giants hurling mountains at one another and 
succumbing beneath the monstrous ruins of flaming 
cities. Sometimes only red streaks or fissures appear 
on the surface of a sombre lake, as if a net of light 
has been flung to fish the submerged orb from amidst 
the seaweed. Sometimes, too, there is a rosy mist, 
a kind of delicate dust ' which falls, streaked with 
pearls by a distant shower, whose curtain is drawn 
across the mystery of the horizon. And sometimes 
there is a triumph, a cortege of gold and purple char- 
iots of cloud rolling along a highway of fire, galleys 
floating upon an azure sea, fantastic and extravagant 
1 See antSf p. 9S, note. 
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pomps slowly sinking into the less and less fathomable 
abyss of the twilight. 

But that night the sublime spectacle presented itself 
to Pierre with a calm, blinding, desperate grandeur. 
At first, just above the dome of St. Peter^s, the sun, 
descending in a spotless, deeply limpid sky, proved yet 
so resplendent that one’s eyes could not face its bright- 
ness. And in this resplendency the dome seemed to 
be incandescent, you would have said a dome of liquid 
silver 5 whilst the surrounding districts, the house-roofs 
of the Borgo, were as though changed into a lake of 
live embers. Then, as the sun was by degrees inclined, 
it lost some of its blaze, and one could look ; and soon 
afterwards sinking with majestic slowness it disap- 
peared behind the dome, which showed forth darkly 
blue, while the orb, now entirely hidden, set an aureola 
around it, a glory like a crown of flaming rays. And 
then began the dream, the dazzling symbol, the singu- 
lar illumination of the row of windows beneath the 
cupola which were transpierced by the light and looked 
like the ruddy mouths of furnaces, in such wise that 
one might have imagined the dome to be poised upon 
a brazier, isolated, in the air, as though raised and up- 
held by the violence of the fire. It all lasted barely 
three minutes. Down below the jumbled roofs of the 
Borgo became steeped in violet vapour, sank into in- 
creasing gloom, whilst from the J aniculum to Monte 
Mario the horizon showed its firm black line. And it 
was the sky then which became all purple and gold, 
displaying the infinite placidity of a supernatural 
radiance above the earth which faded into nihility. 
Finally the last window reflections were extinguished, 
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the glow of the heavens departed, and nothing re- 
mained hut the vague, fading ronndness of the dome 
of St. Peter’s amidst the all-invading night. 

And, by some subtle connection of idea^, Pierre at 
that moment once again saw rising before him the 
lofty, sad, declining figures of Cardinal Boccanera and 
old Orlando. On the evening of that day when he 
had learnt to know them, one after the other, both 
so great in the obstinacy of their hope, they seemed 
to be there, erect on the horizon above their annihi- 
lated city, on the fringe of the heavens which death 
apparently was about to seize. Was everything then 
to crumble with them ? was everything to fade away 
and disappear in the falling night following upon 
accomplished Time? 
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Ox tlie following day ISTarcisse Habert came in great 
worry to tell Pierre that Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo 
complained of being unwell^ and asked for a delay of 
two or three days before receiving the young priest 
and considering the matter of his audience. Pierre 
was thus reduced to inaction, for he dared not make 
any attempt elsewhere in view of seeing the Pope. 
He had been so frightened by Hani and others that 
he feared he might jeopardise everything by incon- 
siderate endeavours. And so he began to visit Eome 
in order to occupy his leisure. 

His first visit was for the ruins of the Palatine. 
Going out alone one clear morning at eight o’clock, 
he presented himself at the entrance in the Via San 
Teodoro, an iron gateway flanked by the lodges of the 
keepers. One of the latter at once offered his ser- 
vices, and though Pierre would have preferred to 
roam at will, following the bent of his dream, he 
somehow did not like to refuse the offer of this man, 
who spoke French very distinctly, and smiled in a 
very good-natured way. He was a squatly built little 
man, a former soldier, some sixty years of age, and 
his square-cut, ruddy face was barred by thick white 
moustaches. 

Then will you please follow me, Monsieur P Abb4,” 
218 
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said he. “ I can see that you are Freneh, Monsieur 
FAbbe. a Piedmontese myself, but I know the 

French well enough; I was with them at Solferino. 
Yes, yes, whatever people may say, one can’t forget 
old friendships. Here, this way, please, to the right.” 

Raising his eyes, Pierre had just perceived the line 
of cypresses edging the plateau of the Palatine on the 
side of the Tiber ; and in the delicate blue atmosphere 
the intense greenery of these trees showed like a black 
fringe. They alone attracted the eye ; the slope, of a 
dusty, dirty grey, stretched out bare and devastated, 
dotted by a few bushes, among which peeped frag- 
ments of ancient walls. All was instinct with the 
ravaged, leprous sadness of a spot handed over to 
excavation, and where only men of learning could 
wax enthusiastic. 

^^The palaces of Tiberius, Caligula, and the Flavians 
are up above,” resumed the guide. We must keep 
them for the end and go round.” Nevertheless he 
took a few steps to the left, and pausing before an 
excavation, a sort of grotto in the hillside, exclaimed : 
“This is the Lupercal den where the wolf suckled 
Romulus and Remus. Just here at the entry used 
to stand the Ruminal fig-tree which sheltered the 
twins.” 

Pierre could not restrain a smile, so convinced was 
the tone in which the old soldier gave these explana- 
tions, proud as he was of all the ancient glory, and 
wont to regard the wildest legends as indisputable 
facts. However, when the worthy man pointed out 
some vestiges of Roma Quadrata — remnants of walls 
whidi really seemed to date from the foundation of 
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tlie city — Pierre began to feel interested, and a first 
toncli of emotion made Ms heart beat. This emotion 
i;^as certainly not due to any beauty of scene, for he 
merely beheld a few courses of tufa blocks, placed one 
upon the other and uncemented. But a past which 
had been dead for seven and twenty centuries seemed 
to rise up before him, and those crumbling, blackened 
blocks, the foundation of such a mighty eclipse of 
power and splendour, acquired extraordinary majesty. 

Continuing their inspection, they went on, skirting 
the hillside. The outbuildings of the palaces must 
have descended to this point ; fragments of porticoes, 
fallen beams, columns and friezes set up afresh, edged 
the rugged , path which wound through wild weeds, 
suggesting a neglected cemetery; and the guide re- 
peated the words which he had used day by day for 
ten years past, continuing to enunciate suppositions 
as facts, and giving a name, a destination, a Mstory, 
to every one of the fragments. 

“ The house of Augustus,” he said at last, pointing 
towards some masses of earth and rubbish. 

Thereupon Pierre, unable to distinguish anytMng, 
ventured to inquire : Where do you mean ? ” 

“ Oh ! ” said the man, it seems that the walls were 
still to be seen at the end of the last century. But it 
was entered from the other side, from the Sacred 
Way, On this side there was a huge balcony which 
overlooked the Circus Maximus so that one could view 
the sports. However, as you can see, the greater part 
of the palace is still buried under that big garden up 
above, the garden of the Villa Mills. When there’s 
money for fresh excavations it will be found again, 
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together with the temple of Apollo and the shrine of 
Vesta which accompanied it.” 

Turning to the left, he next entered the Stadium, 
the arena erected for foot-racing, which stretched be- 
side the palace of Augustus ; and the priest’s interest 
was now once more awakened. It was not that he 
found himself in presence of well-preserved and mon- 
umental remains, for not a column had remained 
erect, and only the right-hand walls were still stand- 
ing. But the entire plan of the building had been 
traced, with the goals at either end, the portions round 
the course, and the colossal imperial tribune which, 
after being on the left, annexed to the house of Au- 
gustus, had afterwards opened on the right, fitting 
into the palace of Septimius Severus. And while 
Pierre looked on all the scattered remnants, his guide 
went on chattering, furnishing the most copious and 
precise information, and declaring that the gentlemen 
who directed the excavations had mentally recon- 
structed the Stadium in each and every particular, 
and were even preparing a most exact plan of it, 
showing all the columns in their proper order and 
the statues in their niches, and even specifying the 
divers sorts of marble which had covered the walls. 

“Oh I the directors are quite at ease,” the old sol- 
dier eventually added with an air of infinite satisfac- 
tion. “There will be nothing for the Germans to 
pounce on here. They won^t be allowed to set things 
topsy-turvy as they did at the Porum, where every- 
body’s at sea since they came along with their 
wonderful science!” 

Pierre — a Frenchman — smiled, and his interest 
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increased wb-en, by broken steps and wooden bridges 
thrown over gaps, be followed tbe guide into tbe 
great ruins of the palace of Severus. Eising on the 
southern point of the Palatine, this palace had over- 
looked the Appian Way and the Campagna as far 
as the eye could reach. hTowadays, almost the only 
remains are the substructures, the subterranean halls 
contrived under the arches of the terraces, by which 
the plateau of the hill was enlarged; and yet these 
dismantled substructures suffice to give some idea of* 
the triumphant palace which they once upheld, so 
huge and powerful have they remained in their inde- 
structible massiveness. Near by arose the famous 
Septizonium, the tower with the seven tiers of arcades, 
which only finally disappeared in the sixteenth century. 
One of the palace terraces yet juts out upon cyclo- 
pean arches and from it the view is splendid. But 
all the rest is a commingling of massive yet crumbling 
walls, gaping depths whose ceilings have fallen, end- 
less corridors and vast halls of doubtful destination. 
Well cared for by the new administration, swept and 
cleansed of weeds, the ruins have lost their romantic 
wildness and assumed an aspect of bare and mournful 
grandeur. However, flashes of living sunlight often 
gild the ancient walls, penetrate by their breaches 
into the black halls, and animate with their dazzle- 
ment the mute melancholy of all this dead splendour 
now exhumed from the earth in which it slumbered 
for centuries. Over the old ruddy masonry, stripped 
of its pompous marble covering, is the purple mantle 
of the sunlight, draping the whole with imperial glory 
once more. 
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For more tlian two hours already Pierre had been 
walking on, and yet he still had to visit all the earlier 
palaces on the north and east of the plateau. We 
must go back,” said the guide, ^^the gardens of the 
Villa Mills and the convent of San Bonaventura stop 
the way. We shall only be able to pass on this side 
when the excavations have made a clearance. Ah! 
Monsieur P Abb^ if you had walked over the Palatine 
merely some fifty years ago! l\e seen some plans 
of that time. There were only some vineyards and 
little gardens with hedges then, a real campagna, 
where not a soul was to be met. And to think that 
all these palaces were sleeping underneath ! ” 

Pierre followed him, and after again passing the 
house of Augustus, they ascended the slope and 
reached the vast Flavian palace,^ still half buried by 
the neighbouring villa, and composed of a great num- 
ber of halls large and small, on the nature of which 
scholars are still arguing- The aula regia, or throne- 
room, the basilica, or hall of Justice, the triclinium, 
or dining-room, and the peristylium seem certainties; 
but for all the rest, and especially the small chambers 
of the private part of the structure, only more or less 
fanciful conjectures can be offered. Moreover, not a 
wall is entire; merely foundations peep out of the 
ground, mutilated bases describing the plan of the 
edifice. The only ruin preserved, as if by miracle, 
is the house on a lower level which some assert to 
have been that of Livia,® a house which seems very 

1 Begtm. by Vespasian and finished by Domitian. — Trans. 

2 Others assert it to haye been the house of Grennanicus, father of 
Caligula. — Tram. 
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small beside all the huge palaces, and where are three 
halls comparatively intact, with mural paintings of 
mythological scenes, flowers, and fruits, still wonder- 
fully fresh. As for the palace of Tiberius, not one 
of its stones can be seen; its remains lie buried 
beneath a lovely public garden; whilst of the neigh- 
bouring palace of Caligula, overhanging the Forum, 
there are only some huge substructures, akin to those 
of the house of Severus — buttresses, loftly arcades, 
which upheld the palace, vast basements, so to say, 
where the praetorians were posted and gorged them- 
selves with continual junketings. And thus this 
lofty plateau dominating the city merely offered some 
scarcely recognisable vestiges to the view, stretches of 
grey, bare soil turned up by the pick, and dotted with 
fragments of old walls; and it needed a real effort 
of scholarly imagination to conjure up the ancient 
imperial splendour which once had triumphed there. 

hTevertheless Pierre’s guide, with quiet conviction, 
persisted in his explanations, pointing to empty space 
as though the edifices still rose before him. ^^Here,^’ 
said he, “we are in the Area Palatina. Yonder, you 
see, is the fagade of Domitian’s palace, and there you 
have that of Caligula’s palace, while on turning round 
the temple of Jupiter Stator is in front of you. The 
Sacred Way came up as far as here, and passed under 
the Porta Mugonia, one of the three gates of primitive 
Eome.” 

He paused and pointed to the northwest portion of 
the height. “You will have noticed,” he resumed, 
“that the Caesars didn’t build yonder. And that was 
evidently because they had to respect some very 
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ancient monuments dating from before the foiinda' 
tion of tbe city and greatly venerated by tbe people. 
There stood tbe temple of Victory built by Evander 
and bis Arcadians, tbe Lupercal grotto wbicb I showed 
you, and tbe bumble but of Eomulus constructed of 
reeds and clay. Ob ! everything has been found again, 
Monsieur PAbbe; and, in spite of all that tbe Ger- 
mans say there isn’t tbe slightest doubt of it.” 

Then, quite abruptly, like a man suddenly remem- 
bering tbe most interesting thing of all, be exclaimed : 
“Ah! to wind up we’ll just go to see tbe subterranean 
gallery where Caligula was murdered.” 

Thereupon they descended into a long crypto- 
porticus, through tbe breaches of which the sun now 
casts bright rays. Some ornaments of stucco and 
fragments of mosaic-work are yet to be seen. Still 
the spot remains mournful and desolate, well fitted 
for tragic horror. The old soldier’s voice had become 
graver as he related how Caligula, on returning from 
the Palatine games, had been minded to descend all 
alone into this gallery to witness certain sacred dances 
which some youths from Asia were practising there. 
And then it was that the gloom gave Cassius Chaereas, 
the chief of the conspirators, an opportunity to deal 
him the first thrust in the abdomen. Howling with 
pain, the emperor sought to flee; but the assassins, 
his creatures, his dearest friends, rushed upon him, 
threw him down, and dealt him blow after blow, 
whilst he, mad with rage and fright, filled the dim, 
deaf gallery with the howling of a slaughtered beast. 
When he had expired, silence fell once more, and the 
frightened murderers fled. 

VOL. I. 16 
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Tlie classical visit to the Palatine was now over, and 
when Pierre came up into the light again, he wished 
to rid himself of his guide and remain alone in the 
pleasant, dreamy garden on the summit of the height. 
For three hours he had been tramping about with the 
guide’s voice buzzing in his ears. The worthy man 
was now talking of his friendship for Prance and 
relating the battle of Magenta in great detail. He 
smiled as he took the piece of silver which Pierre 
offered him, and then started on the battle of Sol- 
ferino. Indeed, it seemed impossible to stop him, 
when fortunately a lady came up to ask for some 
information. And, thereupon, he went off with her. 
'^Good-evening, Monsieur TAbbe,’’ he said; "you 
can go down by way of Caligula’s palace.” 

Delightful was Pierre’s relief when he was at last 
able to rest for a moment on one of the marble seats 
in the garden. There were but few clumps of trees, 
cypresses, box-trees, palms, and some fine evergreen 
oaks; but the latter, sheltering the seat, cast a dark 
shade of exquisite freshness around. The charm of 
the spot was also largely due to its dreamy solitude, to 
the low rustle which seemed to come from that ancient 
soil saturated with resounding history. Here for- 
merly had been the pleasure grounds of the Villa 
Parnese which still exists though greatly damaged, 
and the grace of the Eenascence seems to linger here, 
its breath passing caressingly through the shiny foli- 
age of the old evergreen oaks. You are, as it were, 
enveloped by the soul of the past, an ethereal con- 
glomeration of visions, and overhead is wafted the 
straying breath of innumerable generations buried 
beneath the sod. 
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After a time, however, Pierre could no longer 
remain seated, so powerful was the attraction of 
Pome, scattered all around that august summit. So 
he rose and approached the balustrade of a terrace j 
and beneath him appeared the Forum, and beyond it 
the Capitoline hill. To the eye the latter now only 
presented a commingling of grey buildings, lacking 
both grandeur and beauty. On the summit one saw 
the rear of the Palace of the Senator, flat, with little 
windows, and surmounted by a high, square cam- 
panile. The large, bare, rusty-looking walls hid the 
church of Santa Maria in Ara Coeli and the spot 
where the temple of Capitoline Jove had formerly 
stood, radiant in all its royalty. On the left, some 
ugly houses rose terrace-wise upon the slope of Monte 
Caprino, where goats were pastured in the middle 
ages ; while the few fine trees in the grounds of the 
Cafiareili palace, the present German embassy, set 
some greenery above the ancient Tarpeian rock now 
scarcely to be found, lost, hidden as it is, by buttress 
walls. Yet this was the Mount of the Capitol, the 
most glorious of the seven hills, with its citadel and 
its temple, the temple to which universal dominion 
was promised, the St. Peter^s of pagan Pome; this 
indeed was the hill — steep on the side of the Forum, 
and a precipice on that of the Campus Martins — 
where the thunder of Jupiter fell, where in the dim- 
mest of the far-off ages the Asylum of Pomulus rose 
with its sacred oaks, a spot of infinite savage mystery. 
Here, later, were preserved the public documents of 
Poman grandeur inscribed on tablets of brass; hither 
climbed the heroes of the trebly hundred triumphs; 
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and liere tlie emperors became gods, erect in statues 
of marble. And nowadays the eye inquires wonder- 
ingly bow so much history and so much glory can 
have had for their scene so small a space, such a 
rugged, jumbled pile of paltry buildings, a mole-hill, 
looking no bigger, no loftier than a hamlet perched 
between two valleys. 

Then another surprise for Pierre was the Forum, 
starting from the Capitol and stretching out below 
the Palatine: a narrow square, close pressed by the 
neighbouring hills, a hollow where Eome in growing 
had been compelled to rear edifice close to edifice till 
all stifled for lack of breathing space. It was neces- 
sary to dig very deep — some fifty feet — to find the 
venerable republican soil, and now all you see is a 
long, clean, livid trench, cleared of ivy and bramble, 
where the fragments of paving, the bases of columns, 
and the piles of foundations appear like bits of bone. 
Level with the ground the Basilica Julia, entirely 
mapped out, looks like an architect’s ground plan. 
On that side the arch of Septimius Severus alone rears 
itself aloft, virtually intact, whilst of the temple of 
Vespasian only a few isolated columns remain still 
standing, as if by miracle, amidst the general down- 
fall, soaring with a proud elegance, with sovereign 
audacity of equilibrium, so slender and so gilded, 
into the blue heavens. The column of Phocas is also 
erect; and you see some portions of the Eostra fitted 
together out of fragments discovered near by. But 
if the eye seeks a sensation of extraordinary vast- 
ness, it must travel beyond the three columns of the 
temple of Castor and Pollux, beyond the vestiges of 
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tlie house of the Vestals, beyond the temple of Faus- 
tina, in which the Christian Church of San Lorenzo 
has so composedly installed itself, and eyen beyond 
the round temple of Homulus, to light upon the 
Basilica of Constantine with its three colossal, gaping 
archways. From the Palatine they look like porches 
built for a nation of giants, so massiye that a fallen 
fragment resembles some huge rock hurled by a whirl- 
wind from a mountain summit. And there, in that 
illustrious, narrow, overflowing Forum the history of 
the greatest of nations held for centuries, from the 
legendary time of the Sabine women, reconciling their 
relatives and their ravishers, to that of the proclama- 
tion of public liberty, so slowly wrung from the 
patricians by the plebeians. Was not the Forum at 
once the market, the exchange, the tribunal, the 
open-air hall of public meeting ? The Gracchi there 
defended the cause of the humble; Sylla there set up 
the lists of those whom he proscribed; Cicero there 
spoke, and there, against the rostra, his bleeding head 
was hung. Then, under the emperors, the old renown 
was dimmed, the centuries buried the monuments and 
temples with such piles of dust that all that the mid- 
dle ages could do was to turn the spot into a cattle 
market ! Eespect has come back once more, a respect 
which violates tombs, which is full of feverish curi- 
osity and science, which is dissatisfied with mere 
hypotheses, which loses itself amidst this historical 
soil where generations rise one above the other, and 
hesitates between the fifteen or twenty restorations of 
the Forum that have been planned on paper, each of 
them as plausible as the other. But to the mere 
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passer-by, wbo is not a professional scholar and has 
not recently re-perused the history of Rome, the 
details have no significance. All he sees on this 
searched and scoured spot is a city^s cemetery where 
old exhumed stones are whitening, and whence rises 
the intense sadness that envelops dead nations. 
Pierre, however, noting here and there fragments 
of the Sacred Way, now turning, now running down, 
and now ascending with their pavement of silex 
indented by the chariot-wheels, thought of the tri- 
umphs, of the ascent of the triumpher, so sorely 
shaken as his chariot jolted over that rough pave- 
ment of glory. 

But the horizon expanded towards the southeast, 
and beyond the arches of Titus and Constantine he 
perceived the Colosseum. Ah! that colossus, only 
one-half or so of which has been destroyed by time 
as with the stroke of a mighty scythe, it rises in its 
enormity and majesty like a stone lace-work with 
hundreds of empty bays agape against the blue of 
heaven 1 There is a world of halls, stairs, landings, 
and passages, a world where one loses oneself amidst 
death-like silence and solitude. The furrowed tiers 
of seats, eaten into by the atmosphere, are like 
shapeless steps leading down into some old extinct 
crater, some natural circus excavated by the force of 
the elements in indestructible rock. The hot suns of 
eighteen hundred years have baked and scorched this 
ruin, which has reverted to a state of nature, bare 
and golden-brown like a mountain-side, since it has 
been stripped of its vegetation, the flora which once 
made it like a virgin forest. And what an evocation 
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when the mind sets flesh and blcmd and life again on 
all that dead osseous framework, fills the circus with 
the 90,000 spectators which it could hold, marshals 
the games and the combats of the arena, gathers a 
whole civilisation together, from the emperor and the 
dignitaries to the surging plebeian sea, all aglow with 
the agitation and brilliancy of an impassioned jjeople, 
assembled under the ruddy reflection of the giant 
purple velum. And then, yet further, on the horizon, 
were other cyclopean ruins, the baths of Caracalla, 
standing there like relics of a race of giants long since 
vanished from the world: halls extravagantly and 
inexplicably spacious and lofty; vestibules large 
enough for an entire population; 2 , frigidarium where 
five hundred people could swim together; a tepidarium 
and a calidarium ^ on the same proportions, born of a 
wild craving for the huge; and then the terrific mas- 
siveness of the structures, the thickness of the piles of 
brick-work, such as no feudal castle ever knew ; and, 
in addition, the general immensity which makes pass- 
ing visitors look like lost ants ; such an extraordinary 
riot of the great and the mighty that one wonders for 
what men, for what multitudes, this monstrous edifice 
was reared. To-day, you would say a mass of rocks 
in the rough, thrown from some height for building 
the abode of Titans. 

And as Pierre gazed, he became more and more im- 
mersed in the limitless past which encompassed him. 
On all sides history rose up like a surging sea. Those 
bluey plains on the north and west were ancient 
Etruria; those jagged crests on the east were the 

1 Tepidarium, warm batU; caiidarium, vapour batb. — Trans. 
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Sabine Mountains; while southward, the Alban 
Mountains and Latium spread out in the streaming 
gold of the sunshine. Alba Longa was there, and so 
was Monte Gayo, with its crown of old trees, and the 
convent which has taken the place of the ancient 
temple of Jupiter. Then beyond the Lorum, beyond 
the Capitol, the greater part of Kome stretched out, 
whilst behind Pierre, on the margin of the Tiber, was 
the Janiculum. And a voice seemed to come from 
the whole city, a voice which told him of Eome^s 
eternal life, resplendent with past greatness. He 
remembered just enough of what he had been taught 
at school to realise where he was ; he knew just what 
every one knows of Pome with no pretension to 
scholarship, and it was more particularly his artistic 
temperament which awoke within him and gathered 
warmth from the flame of memory. The present had 
disappeared, and the ocean of the past was still rising, 
buoying him up, carrying him away. 

And then his mind involuntarily pictured a resur- 
rection instinct with life. The grey, dismal Palatine, 
razed like some accursed city, suddenly became ani- 
mated, peopled, crowned with palaces and temples. 
There had been the cradle of the Eternal City, founded 
by Eomulus on that summit overlooking the Tiber. 
There assuredly the seven kings of its two and a half 
centuries of monarchical rule had dwelt, enclosed 
within high, strong walls, which had but three gate- 
ways. Then the five centuries of republican sway 
spread out, the greatest, the most glorious of all the 
centuries, those which brought the Italic peninsula 
and finally the known world under Eoman dominion. 
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During those victorious j^ears of social and war-like 
struggle, Eome grew and peopled the seven hills, 
and the Palatine became but a venerable cradle with 
legendary temples, and was even gradually invaded 
by private residences. But at last Csesar, the incar- 
nation of the power of his race, after Gaul and after 
Pharsalia triumphed in the name of the whole Koman 
people, having completed the colossal task by which 
the five following centuries of imperialism were to 
profit, with a pompous splendour and a rush of every 
appetite. And then Augustus could ascend to power; 
glory had reached its climax; millions of gold were 
waiting to be filched from the depths of the provinces; 
and the imperial gala was to begin in the world’s 
capital, before the eyes of the dazzled and subjected 
nations. Augustus had been born on the Palatine, 
and after Actium had given him the empire, he set 
his pride in reigning from the summit of that sacred 
mount, venerated by the people. He bought up pri- 
vate houses and there built his palace with luxurious 
splendour: an atrium upheld by four pilasters and 
eight columns; a peristylium encompassed by fiffcy- 
six Ionic columns ; private apartments all around, and 
all in marble; a profusion of mai‘ble, brought at great 
cost from foreign lands, and of the brightest hues, 
resplendent like gems. And he lodged himself with 
the gods, building near his own abode a large temple 
of Apollo and a shrine of Vesta in order to ensure 
himself divine and eternal sovereignty. And then 
the seed of the imperial palaces was sown; they were 
to spring up, grow and swarm, and cover the entire 
mount. 
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Ah ! the all-powerfulness of Augustus, his four and 
forty years of total, absolute, superhuman power, such 
as no despot has known even in his dreams! He had 
taken to himself every title, united every magistracy 
in his person. Imperator and consul, he commanded 
the armies and exercised executive power 5 pro-consul, 
he was supreme in the provinces; perpetual censor 
and princeps, he reigned over the senate; tribune, he 
was the master of the people. And, formerly called 
Octavius, he had caused himself to be declared 
Augustus, sacred, god among men, having his tem- 
ples and his priests, worshipped in his lifetime like 
a divinity deigning to visit the earth. And finally 
he had resolved to be supreme pontiff, annexing reli- 
gious to civil power, and thus by a stroke of genius 
attaining to the most complete dominion to which 
man can climb. As the supreme pontiff could not 
reside in a private house, he declared his abode to be 
State property. As the supreme pontiff could not 
leave the vicinity of the temple of Vesta, he built a 
temple to that goddess near his own dwelling, leaving 
the guardianship of the ancient altar below the Pala- 
tine to the Vestal virgins. He spared no effort, for 
he well realised that human omnipotence, the mastery 
of mankind and the world, lay in that reunion of 
sovereignty, in being both king and priest, emperor 
and pope. All the sap of a mighty race, all the vic- 
tories achieved, and all the favours of fortune yet to 
be garnered, blossomed forth, in Augustus, in a unique 
splendour which was never again to shed such brill- 
iant radiance. He was really the master of the 
world, amidst the conquered and pacified nations, 
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encompassed by immortal glory in literature and in 
art. In bim would seem to have been satisfied the 
old intense ambition of his people, the ambition which 
it had pursued through centuries of patient conquest, 
to become the people-king. The blood of Eome, the 
blood of Augustus, at last coruscated in the sunlight, 
in the purple of empire. And the blood of Augustus, 
of the divine, triumphant, absolute sovereign of bod- 
ies and souls, of the man in whom seven centuries of 
national pride had culminated, was to descend through 
the ages, through an innumerable posterity with a 
heritage of boundless pride and ambition. Tor it 
was fatal : the blood of Augustus was bound to spring 
into life once more and pulsate in the veins of all the 
successive masters of Eome, ever haunting them with 
the dream of ruling the whole world. And later on, 
after the decline and fall, when power had once more 
become divided between the king and the priest, the 
popes — their hearts burning with the red, devouring 
blood of their great forerunner — had no other pas- 
sion, no other policy, through the centuries, than that 
of attaining to civil dominion, to the totality of human 
power. 

But Augustus being dead, his palace having been 
closed and consecrated, Pierre saw that of Tiberius 
spring up from the soil. It had stood where his feet 
now rested, where the beautiful evergreen oaks shel- 
tered him. He pictured it with courts, porticoes, and 
halls, both substantial and grand, despite the gloomy 
bent of the emperor who betook himself far from 
Home to live amongst informers and debauchees, with 
his heart and brain poisoned by power to the point of 
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crime and most extraordinary insanity. Then the 
palace of Caligula followed, an enlargement of that 
of Tiberius, with arcades set up to increase its extent, 
and a bridge thrown over the Forum to the Capitol, 
in order that the prince might go thither at his ease 
to converse with tTove, whose son he claimed to be. 
And sovereignty also rendered this one ferocious a 
Tna.fl man with omnipotence to do as he listed! Then, 
after Claudius, Nero, not finding the Palatine large 
enough, seized upon the delightful gardens climbing 
the Esquiline in order to set up his Golden House, a 
dream of sumptuous immensity which he could not 
complete and the ruins of which disappeared in the 
troubles following the death of this monster whom 
pride demented. Next, in eighteen months, Galba, 
Otho, and Vitellius fell one upon the other, in mire 
and in blood, the purple converting them also into 
imbeciles and monsters, gorged like unclean beasts at 
the trough of imperial enjoyment. And afterwards 
came the Flavians, at first a respite, with common- 
sense and human kindness: Vespasian; next Titus, 
who built but little on the Palatine; but then Domi- 
tian, in whom the sombre madness of omnipotence 
burst forth anew amidst a rdgims of fear and spying, 
idiotic atrocities and crimes, debauchery contrary to 
nature, and building enterprises born of insane vanity 
instinct with a desire to outvie the temples of the 
gods. The palace of Domitian, parted by a lane from 
that of Tiberius, arose colossal-like — a palace of 
fairyland. There was the hall of audience, with its 
throne of gold, its sixteen columns of Phrygian and 
Kumidian marble and its eight niches containing 
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colossal statues; there were the hall of justicej the 
vast dining-room, the peristylium, the sleeping apart- 
ments, where granite, porphyry, and alabaster over- 
flowed, carved and decorated by the most famous 
artists, and lavished on all sides in order to dazzle 
the world. And finally, many years later, a last pal- 
ace was added to all the others — that of Septim- 
ius Severns: again a building of pride, with arches 
supporting lofty halls, terraced storeys, towers over- 
topping the roofs, a perfect Babylonian pile, rising 
up at the extreme point of the mount in view of the 
Appian Way, so that the emperor’s compatriots — 
those from the province of Africa, where he was born 
— might, on reaching the horizon, marvel at his 
fortune and worship him in his glory. 

And now Pierre beheld all those palaces which he 
had conjured up around him, resuscitated, resplendent 
in the full sunlight. They were as if linked together, 
parted merely by the narrowest of passages. In order 
that not an inch of that precious summit might be lost, 
they had sprouted thickly like the monstrous flores- 
cence of strength, power, and unbridled pride which 
satisfied itself at the cost of millions, bleeding the 
whole world for the enjoyment of one man. And in 
truth there was but one palace altogether, a palace 
enlarged as soon as one emperor died and was placed 
among the deities, and another, shunning the conse- 
crated pile where possibly the shadow of death fright- 
ened him, experienced an imperious need to build a 
house of his own and perpetuate in everlasting stone 
the memory of his reign. All the emperors were seized 
with this building craze; it was like a disease which 
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the very throne seemed to carry from one occupant to 
another with growing intensity, a consuming desire 
to excel all predecessors by thicker and higher walls, 
by a more and more wonderful profusion of marbles, 
columns, and statues. And among all these princes 
there was the idea of a glorious survival, of leaving 
a testimony of their greatness to dazzled and stupefied 
generations, of perpetuating themselves by marvels 
which would not perish but for ever weigh heavily 
upon the earth, when their' own light ashes should 
long since have been swept away by the winds. And 
thus the Palatine became but the venerable base of 
a monstrous edifice, a thick vegetation of adjoining 
buildings, each new pile being like a fresh eruption 
of feverish pride; while the whole, now showing the 
snowy brightness of white marble and now the glow- 
ing hues of coloured marble, ended by crowning Eome 
and the world with the most extraordinary and most 
insolent abode of sovereignty — whether palace, tem- 
ple, basilica, or cathedral — that omnipotence and 
dominion have ever reared under the heavens. 

But death lurked beneath this excess of strength 
and glory. Seven hundred and thirty years of mon- 
archy and republic had sufSced to make Eome great; 
and in five centuries of imperial sway the people-king 
was to be devoured down to its last muscles. There 
was the immensity of the territory, the more distant 
provinces gradually pillaged and exhausted; there 
was the fisc consuming everything, digging the pit of 
fatal bankruptcy; and there was the degeneration of 
the people, poisoned by the scenes of the circus and 
the arena, fallen to the sloth and debauchery of their 
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masters, tlie Csesars, while mercenaries fought the 
foe and tilled the soil. Already at the time of Con- 
stantine, Eome had a rival, Byzantinmj disruption 
followed with Honorius ; and then some ten emperors 
sufficed for decomposition to he complete, for the 
bones of the dying prey to be picked clean, the end 
coming with Eomulus Augustulus, the sorry creature 
whose name is, so to say, a mockery of the whole 
glorious history, a buffet for both the founder of 
Eome a^d the founder of the empire. 

The palaces, the colossal assemblage of walls, 
storeys, terraces, and gaping roofs, still remained on 
the deserted Palatine ; many ornaments and statues, 
however, had already been removed to Byzantium. 
And the empire, having become Christian, had after- 
wards closed the temples and extinguished the fire of 
Vesta, whilst yet respecting the ancient Palladium. 
But in the fifth century the barbarians, rush upon 
Eome, sack and burn it, and carry the spoils spared 
by the fiames away in their chariots. As long as 
the city was dependent on Byzantium a custodian of 
the imperial palaces remained there watching over the 
Palatine. Then all fades and crumbles in the night 
of the middle ages. It would really seem that the 
popes then slowly took the place of the Caesars, suc- 
ceeding them both in their abandoned marble halls 
and their ever-subsisting passion for domination. 
Some of them assuredly dwelt in the palace of Sep- 
timius Severus; a council of the Church was held in 
the Septizonium; and, later on, Gelasius 11 was 
elected in a neighbouring monastery on the sacred 
mount. It was as if Augustus were again rising 
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from the tomb, once more master of the world, with a 
Sacred College of Cardinals resuscitating the Roman 
Senate. In the twelfth century the Septizonium 
belonged to some Benedictine monks, and was sold 
by them to the powerful Frangipani family, who 
fortified it as they had already fortified the Colos- 
seum and the arches of Constantine and Titus, thus 
forming a vast fortress round about the venerable 
cradle of the city. And the violent deeds of civil 
war and the ravages of invasion swept by like whirl- 
winds, throwing down the walls, razing the palaces 
and towers. And afterwards successive generations 
invaded the ruins, installed themselves in them by 
right of trover and conquest, turned them into cel- 
lars, store-places for forage, and stables for mules. 
Kitchen gardens were formed, vines were planted on 
the spots where fallen soil had covered the mosaics 
of the imperial halls. All around nettles and bram- 
bles grew up, and ivy preyed on the overturned 
porticoes, till there came a day when the colossal 
assemblage of palaces and temples, which marble was 
to have rendered eternal, seemed to dive beneath the 
dust, to disappear under the surging soil and vege- 
tation which impassive Nature threw over it. And 
then, in the hot sunlight, among the wild flowerets, 
only big, buzzing flies remained, whilst herds of 
goats strayed in freedom through the throne-room of 
Domitian and the fallen sanctuary of Apollo. 

A great shudder passed through Pierre. To think 
of so much strength, pride, and grandeur, and such 
rapid ruin — a world for ever swept away ! He won- 
dered how entire palaces, yet peopled by admirable 
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statuary, could tlius liaye been gradually buried witb- 
out any one tbinking of protecting them. It was no 
sudden catastrophe wbicb bad swallowed up those 
masterpieces, subsequently to be disinterred with ex- 
clamations of admiring wonder ; they bad been 
drowned, as it were — caught progressively by the legs, 
the waist, and the neck, till at last the bead bad sunk 
beneath the rising tide. And bow could one explain 
that generations bad heedlessly witnessed such things 
without thought of putting forth a helping hand ? It 
would seem as if, at a given moment, a black curtain 
were suddenly drawn across the world, as if mankind 
began afresh, with a new and empty brain which 
needed moulding and furnishing. Eome had become 
depopulated; men ceased to repair the ruins left by 
fire and sword ; the edifices which by their very im- 
mensity had become useless were utterly neglected, 
allowed to crumble and fall. And then, too, the new 
religion everywhere hunted down the old one, stole its 
temples, overturned its gods. Earthly deposits prob- 
ably completed the disaster — there were, it is said, 
both earthquakes and inundations — and the soil was 
ever rising, the alluvia of the young Christian world 
buried the ancient pagan society. And after the 
pillaging of the temples, the theft of the bronze roofs 
and marble columns, the climax came with the filch- 
ing of the stones torn from the Colosseum and the 
Theatre of Marcellus, witli the pounding of the statu- 
ary and sculpture-work, thrown into kilns to procure 
the lime needed for the new monuments of Catholic 
Borne. 

It was nearly one o’clock, and Pierre awoke as from 
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a dream. The sun-rays were streaming in a golden 
rain between the shiny leaves of the ever-green oaks 
above him, and down below Eome lay dozing, over- 
come by the great heat. Then he made up his mind 
to leave the garden, and went stumbling over the 
rough pavement of the Clivus Yictoriae, his mind 
still haunted by blinding visions. To complete his 
day, he had resolved to visit the old Appian Way 
during the afternoon, and, unwilling to return to the 
Via Giulia, he lunched at a suburban tavern, in a 
large, dim room, where, alone with the buzzing flies, 
he lingered for more than two hours, awaiting the 
sinking of the sun. 

Ah! that Appian Way, that ancient queen of the 
high roads, crossing the Campagna in a long straight 
line with rows of proud tombs on either hand — to 
Pierre it seemed like a triumphant prolongation of 
the Palatine. He there found the same passion for 
splendour and domination, the same craving to eter- 
nise the memory of Roman greatness in marble and 
daylight. Oblivion was vanquished; the dead re- 
fused to rest, and remained for ever erect among the 
living, on either side of that road which was traversed 
by multitudes from the entire world. The deified 
images of those who were now but dust still gazed on 
the passers-by with empty eyes ; the inscriptions still 
spoke, proclaiming names and titles. In former times 
the rows of sepulchres must have extended without 
interruption along all the straight, level miles between 
the tomb of Csecilia Metella and that of Casale Eo- 
tondo, forming an elongated cemetery where the 
powerful and wealthy competed as to who should 
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leave tlie most colossal and lavisMy decorated mau- 
soleum: such, indeed, was the craving for survival, 
the passion for pompous immortality, the desire to 
deify death by lodging it in temples; whereof the 
present-day monumental splendour of the Genoese 
Campo Santo and the Roman Campo Yerano is, so to 
say, a remote inheritance. And what a vision it was 
to picture all the tremendous tombs on the right and 
left of the glorious pavement which the legions trod 
on their return from the conquest of the world ! That 
tomb of Caecilia Metella, with its bond-stones so huge, 
its walls so thick that the middle ages transformed 
it into the battlemented keep of a fortress 1 And then 
all the tombs which follow, the modern structures 
erected in order that the marble fragments discovered 
might be set in place, the old blocks of brick and 
concrete, despoiled of their sculptured-work and rising 
up like seared rocks, yet still suggesting their orig- 
inal shapes as shrines, cipjpi, and sarcophagi. There is 
a wondrous succession of high reliefs figuring the dead 
in groups of three and five ; statues in which the dead 
live deified, erect ; seats contrived in niches in order 
that wayfarers may rest and bless the hospitality of 
the dead ; laudatory epitaphs celebrating the dead, both 
the known and the unknown, the children of Bextius 
Pompeius Justus, the departed Marcus Servilius 
Quartus, Hilarius Puscus, Rabirius Hermodorus ; 
vdthout counting the sepulchres venturously ascribed 
to Seneca and the Horatii and Curiatii. And finally 
there is the most extraordinary and gigantic of all the 
tombs, that known as Casale Rotondo, which is so large 
that it has been possible to establish a farmhoxrse and 
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an olive garden on its substructures^ wbicb formerly 
upheld a double rotunda, adorned with Corinthian 
pilasters, large candelabra, and scenic masksd 

Pierre, having driven in a cab as far as the tomb of 
Cecilia Metella, continued his excursion on foot, go- 
ing slowly towards Casale Eotondo. In many places 
the old pavement appears — large blocks of basaltic 
lava, worn into deep ruts that jolt the best-hung vehi- 
cles. Among the ruined tombs on either hand run 
bands of grass, the neglected grass of cemeteries, 
scorched by the summer suns and sprinkled with big 
violet thistles and tall sulphur-wort. Parapets of dry 
stones, breast high, enclose the russet roadsides, which 
resound with the crepitation of grasshoppers 5 and, 
beyond, the Campagna stretches, vast and bare, as far 
as the eye can see. A parasol pine, a eucalyptus, 
some olive or fig trees, white with dust, alone rise up 
near the road at infrequent intervals. On the left 
the ruddy arches of the Acqua Claudia show vigor- 
ously in the meadows, and stretches of poorly culti- 
vated land, vineyards, and little farms, extend to the 
blue and lilac Sabine and Alban hills, where Prascati, 
Eocea di Papa, and Albano set bright spots, which 
grow and whiten as one gets nearer to them. Then, 
on the right, towards the sea, the houseless, treeless 
plain grows and spreads with vast, broad ripples, 
extraordinary ocean-like simplicity and grandeur, a 
long, straight line alone parting it from the sky. At 
the height of summer all burns and flares on this 

^Some belieye this tomb to have been that of Messalla Corvinus, 
the historian and poet, a friend of Augustus and Horace ; others 
ascribe it to his son, Aurelius Messallinus Cotta. — Trans, 
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limitless prairie^ then of a ruddy gold; but in Sep- 
tember a green tinge begins to suffuse tbe ocean of 
herbage, which dies away in the pink and mauve and 
vivid blue of the fine sunsets. 

As Pierre, quite alone and in a dreary mood, slowly 
paced the endless, flat highway, that resurrection of 
the past which he had beheld on the Palatine again 
confronted his mind’s eye. On either hand the tombs 
once more rose up intact, with marble of dazzling 
whiteness. Had not the head of a colossal statue 
been found, mingled with fragments of huge sphinxes, 
at the foot of yonder vase-shaped mass of bricks ? 
He seemed to see the entire colossal statue standing 
again between the huge, crouching beasts. Farther 
on a beautiful headless statue of a woman had been 
discovered in the cella of a sepulchre, and he beheld 
it, again whole, with features expressive of grace and 
strength smiling upon life. The inscriptions also 
became perfect; he could read and understand them 
at a glance, as if living among those dead ones of 
two thousand years ago. And the road, too, became 
peopled : the chariots thundered, the armies tramped 
along, the people of Eome jostled him with the fever- 
ish agitation of great communities. It was a return 
of the times of the Flavians or the Antonines, the 
palmy years of the empire, when the pomp of the 
Appian Way, with its grand sepulchres, carved and 
adorned like temples, attained its apogee. What a 
monumental Street of Death, what an approach to 
Eome, that highway, straight as an arrow, where with 
the extraordinary pomp of their pride, which had sur- 
vived their dust, the great dead greeted the traveller, 
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ushered him into the presence of the living ! He may 
well have wondered among what sovereign people^ what 
masters of the world, he was about to find himself — 
a nation which had committed to its dead the duty 
of telling strangers that it allowed nothing whatever 
to perish — that its dead, like its city, remained 
eternal and glorious in monuments of extraordinary 
vastness! To think of it — the foundations of a for- 
tress, and a tower sixty feet in diameter, that one 
woman might he laid to rest! And then, far away, 
at the end of the superb, dazzling highway, bordered 
with the marble of its funereal palaces, Pierre, turn- 
ing round, distinctly beheld the Palatine, with the 
marble of its imperial palaces — the huge assemblage 
of palaces whose omnipotence had dominated the 
world ! 

But suddenly he started : two carabiniers had just 
appeared among the ruins. The spot was not safe; 
the authorities watched over tourists even in broad 
daylight. And later on came another meeting which 
caused him some emotion. He perceived an ecclesi- 
astic, a tall old man, in a black cassock, edged and girt 
with red; and was surprised to recognise Cardinal 
Boccanera, who had quitted the roadway, and was 
slowly strolling along the band of grass, among the 
tall thistles and sulphur-wort. With his head lowered 
and his feet brushing against the fragments of the 
tombs, the Cardinal did not even see Pierre. The 
young priest courteously turned aside, surprised to 
find him so far from home and alone. Then, on per- 
ceiving a heavy coach, drawn by two black horses, 
behind a building, he understood matters. A foot- 
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man in black livery was waiting motionless beside 
tbe carriage, and tbe coactiman bad not quitted bis 
box. And Pierre remembered tbat tbe Cardinals were 
not expected to walk in Pome, so tbat they were com- 
pelled to drive into tbe country when they desired to 
take exercise. But wbat baugbty sadness, wbat soli- 
tary and, so to say, ostracised grandeur there was about 
tbat tall, tbougbtful old man, thus forced to seek tbe 
desert, and wander among tbe tombs, in order to 
breathe a little of tbe evening air! 

Pierre bad lingered there for long hours ; tbe twi- 
light was coming on, and once again be witnessed a 
lovely sunset. On bis left tbe Campagna became 
blurred, and assumed a slaty hue, against which tbe 
yellowish arcades of tbe aqueduct showed very 
plainly, while tbe Alban bills, far away, faded into 
pink. Then, on tbe right, towards tbe sea, tbe planet 
sank among a number of cloudlets, figuring an archi- 
pelago of gold in an ocean of dying embers. And ex- 
cepting tbe sapphire sky, studded with rubies, above 
tbe endless line of tbe Campagna, which was likewise 
changed into a sparkling lake, tbe dull green of tbe 
herbage turning to a liquid emerald tint, there was 
nothing to be seen, neither a hillock nor a flock — 
nothing, indeed, but Cardinal Boccanera’s black fig- 
ure, erect among tbe tombs’, and looking, as it were, 
enlarged as it stood out against tbe last purple flush 
of tbe sunset. 

Early on tbe following morning Pierre, eager to see 
everything, returned to tbe Appian Way in order to 
visit tbe catacomb of St. Galixtus, tbe most extensive 
and remarkable of tbe old Christian cemeteries, and 
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one, too, where several of the early popes were buried. 
You ascend through a scorched garden, past olives and 
cypresses, reach a shanty of boards and plaster in 
which a little trade in « articles of piety '' is carried 
on, and there a modern and fairly easy flight of steps 
enables you to descend. Pierre fortunately found 
there some French Trappists, who guard these catar 
combs and show them to strangers. One brother was 
on the point of going down with two French ladies, 
the mother and daughter, the former still comely and 
the other radiant with youth. They stood there smil- 
ing, though already slightly frightened, while the 
monk lighted some long, slim candles. He was a man 
with a bossy brow, the large, massive jaw of an obsti- 
nate believer and pale eyes bespeaking an ingenuous 
soul. 

Ah ! Monsieur PAbbe,^^ he said to Pierre, ^^youVe 
come just in time. If the ladies are willing, you had 
better come with us ; for three Brothers are already 
below with people, and you would have a long time 
to wait. This is the great season for visitors.” 

The ladies politely nodded, and the Trappist handed 
a candle to the priest. In all probability neither 
mother nor daughter was devout, for both glanced 
askance at their new companion’s cassock, and sud- 
denly became serious. Then they all went down and 
found themselves in a narrow subterranean corridor. 

Take care, mesdames,” repeated the Trappist, lighh 
ing the ground with his candle. Walk slowly, for 
there are projections and slopes.” 

Then, in a shrill voice full of extraordinary convic- 
tion, he began his explanations. Pierre had descended 
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in silence, Ms heart beating mth emotion. Ah ! how 
many times, indeed, in his innocent seminary days, 
had he not dreamt of those catacombs of the early 
Christians, those asylums of the primitive faith! 
Even recently, while writing Ms book, he had often 
thought of them as of the most ancient and venerable 
remains of that community of the lowly and simple, 
for the return of which he called. But his brain was 
full of pages written by poets and great prose writers. 
He had beheld the catacombs through the magnifying 
glass of those imaginative authors, and had believed 
them to be vast, similar to subterranean cities, with 
broad highways and spacious halls, fit for the accom- 
modation of vast crowds. And now how poor and 
humble the reality 1 

''Well, yes,” said the Trappist in reply to the 
ladies’ questions, "the corridor is scarcely more than 
a yard in width; two persons could not pass along 
side by side. How they dug it ? Oh! it was simple 
enough. A family or a burial association needed a 
place of sepulchre. Well, a first gallery was exca- 
vated with pickaxes in soil of this description — gran- 
ular tufa, as it is called — a reddish substance, as you 
can see, both soft and yet resistant, easy to work and 
at the same time waterproof. In a word, just the 
substance that was needed, and one, too, that has 
preserved the remains of the buried in a wonderful 
way,” He paused and brought the flamelet of his 
caudle near to the compartments excavated on either 
hand of the passage. “ Look,” he continued, "these are 
the loculi. Well, a subterranean gallery was dug, and 
on both sides these compartments were hollowed out, 
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one above the other. The bodies of the dead were 
laid in them, for the most part simply wrapped in 
shrouds. Then the aperture was closed with tiles or 
marble slabs, carefully cemented. So, as you can see, 
everything explains itself. If other families joined 
the first one, or the burial association became more 
numerous, fresh galleries were added to those already 
filled. Passages were excavated on either hand, in 
every sense j and, indeed, a second and lower storey, at 
times even a third, was dug out. And here, you see, 
we are in a gallery which is certainly thirteen feet 
high. Kow, you may wonder how they raised the 
bodies to place them in the compartments of the top 
tier. Well, they did not raise them to any such 
height; in all their work they kept on going lower 
and lower, removing more and more of the soil as 
the compartments became filled. And in this wise, 
in these catacombs of St. Calixtus, in less than four 
centuries, the Christians excavated more than ten 
miles of galleries, in which more than a million of 
their dead must have been laid to rest. hTow, there 
are dozens of catacombs; the environs of Eome are 
honeycombed with them. Think of that, and perhaps 
you will be able to form some idea of the vast number 
of people who were buried in this manner.” 

Pierre listened, feeling greatly impressed. He had 
once visited a coal pit in Belgium, and he here found 
the same narrow passages, the same heavy, stifling 
atmosphere, the same nihility of darkness and silence. 
The flamelets of the candles showed merely like stars 
in the deep gloom; they shed no radiance around. 
And he at last understood the character of this fane- 
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real, termite-like labour — these chance bnrrowings 
continued according to requirements, without art, 
method, or symmetry. The rugged soil was ever 
ascending and descending, the sides of the gallery 
snaked : neither plumb-line nor square had been used. 
All this, indeed, had simply been a work of charity 
and necessity, wrought by simple, willing grave-dig- 
gers, illiterate craftsmen, with the clumsy handiwork 
of the decline and fall. Proof thereof was furnished 
by the inscriptions and emblems on the marble slabs. 
They reminded one of the childish drawings which 
street urchins scrawl upon blank walls. 

^^You see,’^ the Trappist continued, “most fre- 
quently there is merely a name ; and sometimes there 
is no name, but simply the words In Face, At other 
times there is an emblem, the dove of purity, the palm 
of martyrdom, or else the fish whose name in G-reek is 
composed of five letters which, as initials, signify: 

^ Jesus Christ, Son of God, Saviour.^ ” 

He again brought his candle near to the marble 
slabs, and the palm could be distinguished: a central 
stroke, whence started a few oblique lines j and then 
came the dove or the fish, roughly outlined, a zigzag 
indicating a tail, two bars representing the bird’s feet, 
while a round point simulated an eye. And the letters 
of the short inscriptions were all askew, of various 
sizes, often quite misshapen, as in the coarse hand- 
writing of the ignorant and simple. 

However, they reached a crypt, a sort of little hall, 
where the graves of several popes had been found; 
among others that of Sixtus II, a holy martyr, in 
whose honour there was a superbly engraved metrical 
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inscription set up by Pope Pnmasus. Tben^ in knottier 
hall, a family vault of much the same size^ decorated 
at a later stage, with naive mural paintings, the spot 
where St, Cecilia^s body had been discovered was 
shown. And the explanations continued. The Trap- 
pist dilated on the paintings, drawing from them a 
confirmation of every dogma and belief, baptism, the 
Eucharist, the resurrection, Lazarus arising from the 
tomb, Jonas cast up by the whale, Daniel in the lions^ 
den, Moses drawing water from the rock, and Christ 
— shown beardless, as was the practice in the early 
ages — accomplishing His various miracles. 

“You see,” repeated the Trappist, “all those things 
are shown there ; and remember that none of the paint- 
ings was specially prepared : they are absolutely au- 
thentic.” 

At a question from Pierre, whose astonishment was 
increasing, he admitted that the catacombs had been 
mere cemeteries at the outset, when no religious cere- 
monies had been celebrated in them. It was only 
later, in the fourth century, when the martyrs were 
honoured, that the crypts were utilised for worship. 
And in the same way they only became places of ref- 
uge during the persecutions, when the Christians had 
to conceal the entrances to them. Previously they had 
remained freely and legally open. This was indeed 
their true history: cemeteries four centuries old be- 
coming places of asylum, ravaged at times during the 
persecutions 5 afterwards held in veneration till the 
eighth century; then despoiled of their holy relics, 
and subsequently blocked up and forgotten, so that 
they remained buried during more than seven hun- 
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dred years, people tliinking of tliem so little that at 
the time of the first searches in the fifteenth cent ary 
they were considered an extraordinary discovery — an 
intricate historical problem — one, moreover, which 
only our own age has solved. 

“Please stoop, mesdames,’^ resumed the Trappist. 
“In this compartment here is a skeleton which has 
not been touched. It has been lying here for sixteen 
or seventeen hundred years, and will show you how 
the bodies were laid out. Savants say that it is the 
skeleton of a female, probably a young girl. It was 
still quite perfect last spring 5 but the skull, as you 
can see, is now split open. An American broke it 
with his walking stick to make sure that it was 
genuine.” 

The ladies leaned forward, and the flickering light 
illumined their pale faces, expressive of mingled fright 
and compassion. Especially noticeable was the piti- 
ful, pain-fraught look which appeared on the counte- 
nance of the daughter, so full of life with her red lips 
and large black eyes. Then all relapsed into gloom, 
and the little candles were borne aloft and went their 
way through the heavy darkness of the galleries. 
The visit lasted another hour, for the Trappist did 
not spare a detail, fond as he was of certain nooks 
and corners, and as zealous as if he desired to work 
the redemption of his visitors. 

While Pierre followed the others, a complete evolu- 
tion took place within him. As he looked about him, 
and formed a more and more complete idea of his sur- 
roundings, his first stupefaction at finding the reality 
so different from the embellished accounts of story- 
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tellers and poets^ his disillusion at being plunged into 
such rudely excavated mole-burrows, gave way to fra- 
ternal emotion. It was not that he thought of the 
fifteen hundred martyrs whose sacred bones had rested 
there. But how humble, resigned, yet full of hope 
had been those who had chosen such a place of sepul- 
chre I Those low, darksome galleries were but tem- 
porary sleeping-places for the Christians. If they did 
not bum the bodies of their dead, as the Pagans did, 
it was because, like the Jews, they believed in the res- 
urrection of the body 5 and it was that lovely idea of 
sleep, of tranquil rest after a just life, whilst await- 
ing the celestial reward, which imparted such intense 
peacefulness, such infinite charm, to the black, sub- 
terranean city. Everything there spoke of calm and 
silent night; everything there slumbered in rapturous 
quiescence, patient until the far-off awakening. What 
could be more touching than those terra-cotta tiles, 
those marble slabs, which bore not even a name — 
nothing but the words In Pace — at peace. Ah ! to be 
at peace — lifers work at last accomplished; to sleep 
in peace, to hope in peace for the advent of heaven I 
And the peacefulness seemed the more delightful as it 
was enjoyed in such deep humility. Doubtless the 
diggers worked chance-wise and clumsily; the crafts- 
men no longer knew how to engrave a name or carve 
a palm or a dove. Art had vanished; but all the fee- 
bleness and ignorance were instinct with the youth of 
a new humanity. Poor and lowly and meek ones 
swarmed there, reposing beneath the soil, whilst up 
above the sun continued its everlasting task. You 
found there charity and fraternity and death; husband 
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and wife often lying together with, their offspring at 
their feetj the great mass of the unknown submerg- 
ing the personage, the bishop, or the martyr j the most 
touching equality — that springing from modesty — 
prevailing amidst all that dust, with compartments 
ever similar and slabs destitute of ornament, so that 
rows and rows of the sleepers mingled without dis- 
tinctive sign. The inscriptions seldom ventured on 
a word of praise, and then how prudent, how delicate 
it was: the men were very worthy, very pious: the 
women very gentle, very beautiful, very chaste. A 
perfume of infancy arose, unlimited human affection 
spread: this was death as understood by the prim- 
itive Christians — death which hid itself to await 
the resurrection, and dreamt no more of the empire 
of the world! 

And all at once before Pierre’s eyes arose a vision 
of the sumptuous tombs of the Appian Way, display- 
ing the domineering pride of a whole civilisation in 
the sunlight — tombs of vast dimensions, with a pro- 
fusion of marbles, grandiloquent inscriptions, and 
masterpieces of sculptured-work. Ah! what an ex- 
traordinary contrast between that pompous avenue 
of death, conducting, like a highway of triumph, to 
the regal Eternal City, when compared wdth the sub- 
terranean necropolis of the Christians, that city of 
hidden death, so gentle, so beautiful, and so chaste ! 
Here only quiet slumber, desired and accepted night, 
resignation and patience were to be found. Millions 
of human beings had here laid themselves to rest in 
all humility, had slept for centuries, and would still 
be sleeping here, lulled by the silence and the gloom. 
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if tlie liring had not intruded on their desire to re- 
main in oblivion so long as the trumpets of the Judg- 
ment Day did not awaken them. Death had then 
spoken of Life: nowhere had there been more inti- 
mate and touching life than in these buried cities of 
the unknown, lowly dead. And a mighty breath had 
formerly come from them — the breath of a new 
humanity destined to renew the world. With the 
advent of meekness, contempt for the flesh, terror and 
hatred of nature, relinquishment of terrestrial joys, 
and a passion for death, which delivers and opens the 
portals of Paradise, another world had begun. And 
the blood of Augustus, so proud of pm‘pling in the 
sunlight, so fired by the passion for sovereign domin- 
ion, seemed for a moment to disappear, as if, indeed, 
the new world had sucked it up in the depths of its 
gloomy sepulchres. 

However, the Trappist insisted on showing the 
ladies the steps of Diocletian, and began to tell them 
the legend. Yes,^^ said he, ^^it was a miracle. One 
day, under that emperor, some soldiers were pursu- 
ing several Christians, who took refuge in these catar 
combs; and when the soldiers followed them inside 
the steps suddenly gave way, and all the persecutors 
were hurled to the bottom. The steps remain broken 
to this day. Come and see them ; they are close by.” 

But the ladies were quite overcome, so affected by 
their prolonged sojourn in the gloom and by the tales 
of death which the Trappist had poured into their 
ears that they insisted on going up again. Moreover, 
the candles were coming to an end. They were all 
dazzled when they found themselves once more in the 
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sunliglity outside tlie little kut where articles of piety 
and souvenirs were sold. The girl bought a paper 
weight, a piece of marble on which was engraved the 
fish symbolical of “Jesus Christ, Son of God, Saviour 
of Mankind.’’ 

On the afternoon of that same day Pierre decided 
to visit St. Peter’s. He had as yet only driven across 
the superb piazza with its obelisk and twin fountains, 
encircled by Bernini’s colonnades, those four rows of 
columns and pilasters which form a girdle of monu- 
mental majesty. At the far end rises the basilica, its 
faqade making it look smaller and heavier than it 
really is, but its sovereign dome nevertheless filling 
the heavens. 

Pebbled, deserted inclines stretched out, and steps 
followed steps, worn and white, under the burning 
sun ; but at last Pierre reached the door and went in. 
It was three o’clock. Broad sheets of light streamed 
in through the high square windows, and some cere- 
mony — the vesper service, no doubt — was beginning 
in the Capella Clementina on the left. Pierre, how- 
ever, heard nothing ; he was simply struck by the im- 
mensity of the edifice, as with raised eyes he slowly 
walked along. At the entrance came the giant basins 
for holy water with their boy-angels as chubby as 
Cupids; then the nave, vaulted and decorated with 
sunken coffers ; then the four cyclopean buttress-piers 
upholding the dome, and then again the transepts and 
apsis, each as large as one of our churches. And the 
proud pomp, the dazzling, crushing splendour of every- 
thing, also astonished him: he marvelled at the cu- 
pola, looking like a planet, resplendent with the gold 
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and brigkt colours of its mosaic-work, at the sumptu- 
ous baldacchiiio of bronze, crowning the high altar 
raised above the very tomb of St. Peter, and whence 
descend the double steps of the Confession, illumined 
by seven and eighty lamps, which are always kept 
burning. And finally he was lost in astonishment at 
the extraordinary profusion of marble, both white and 
coloured. Oh I those polychromatic marbles, BerninPs 
luxurious passion ! The splendid pavement reflecting 
the entire edifice, the facings of the pilasters with 
their medallions of popes, the tiara and the keys 
borne aloft by chubby angels, the walls covered with 
emblems, particularly the dove of Innocent X, the 
niches with their colossal statues uncouth in taste, the 
loggie and their balconies, the balustrade and double 
steps of the Confession, the rich altars and yet richer 
tombs — all, nave, aisles, transepts, and apsis, were in 
marble, resplendent with the wealth of marble ; not a 
nook small as the palm of one^s hand appearing but 
it showed the insolent opulence of marble. And the 
basilica triumphed, beyond discussion, recognised and 
admired by every one as the largest and most splen- 
did church in the whole world — the personification 
of hugeness and magnificence combined. 

Pierre still wandered on, gazing, overcome, as yet 
not distinguishing details. He paused for a moment 
before the bronze statue of St. Peter, seated in a stiff, 
hierarchical attitude on a marble pedestal. A few of 
the faithful were there kissing the large toe of the 
Saint’s right foot. Some of them carefully wiped it 
before applying their lips ; others, with no thought of 
cleanliness, kissed it, pressed their foreheads to it, and 
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tlien kissed it again. Next; Pierre tamed into tke 
transept on tke left, wliere stand tke confessionals. 
Priests are ever stationed there, ready to confess pen- 
itents in every language. Others wait, holding long 
staves, with which they lightly tap the heads of kneel- 
ing sinners, who thereby obtain thirty days’ indulgence. 
However, there were few people present, and inside 
the small wooden boxes the priests occupied their 
leisure time in reading and writing, as if they were 
at home. Then Pierre again found himself before the 
Confession, and gazed with interest at the eighty 
lamps, scintillating like stars. The high altar, at 
which the Pope alone can officiate, seemed wrapped 
in the haughty melancholy of solitude under its gigan- 
tic, flowery haldaccMno^ the casting and gilding of 
which cost two and twenty thousand pounds. But 
suddenly Pierre remembered the ceremony in the 
Capella Clementina, and felt astonished, for he could 
hear nothing of it. As he drew near a faint breath, 
like the far-away piping of a flute, was wafted to him. 
Then the volume of sound slowly increased, but it was 
only on reaching the chapel that he recognised an 
organ peal. The sunlight here filtered through red 
curtains drawn before the windows, and thus the 
chapel glowed like a furnace whilst resounding with 
the grave music. But in that huge pile all became so 
slight, so weak, that at sixty paces neither voice nor 
organ could be distinguished. 

On entering the basilica Pierre had fancied that it 
was quite empty and lifeless. There were, however, 
some people there, but so few and far between that 
their presence was not noticed. A few tourists wan- 
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dered about wearily, guide-book in hand. In the 
grand nave a painter with his easel was taking a view, 
as in a public gallery. Then a Trench seminary went 
by, conducted by a prelate who named and explained 
the tombs. But in all that space these fifty or a hun- 
dred people looked merely like a few black ants who 
had lost themselves and were vainly seeking their way. 
And Pierre pictured himself in some gigantic gala hall 
or tremendous vestibule in an immeasurable palace of 
reception. The broad sheets of sunlight streaming 
through the lofty square windows of plain white glass 
illumined the church with blending radiance. There 
was not a single stool or chair : nothing but the superb, 
bare pavement, such as you might find in a museum, 
shining mirror-like under the dancing shower of sun- 
rays. Hor was there a single corner for solitary reflec- 
tion, a nook of gloom and mystery, where one might 
kneel and pray. In lieu thereof the sumptuous, sov- 
ereign dazzlement of broad daylight prevailed upon 
every side. And, on thus suddenly finding himself 
in this deserted operU'-house, all aglow with flaring 
gold and purple, Pierre could but remember the quiv- 
ering gloom of the Grothic cathedrals of Prance, where 
f\\m crowds sob and supplicate amidst a forest of pil- 
lars. In presence of all this ceremonial majesty — 
this huge, empty pomp, which was all Body — he 
recalled with a pang the emaciate architecture and 
statuary of the middle ages, which were all Soul. He 
vainly sought for some poor, kneeling woman, some 
creature swayed by faith or suffering, yielding in a 
modest half-light to thoughts of the xmknown, and 
with closed lips holding communion with the invisible. 
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These lie found not : there was but the weary wander- 
ing of the tourists, and the bustle of the prelates con- 
ducting the young priests to the obligatory stations ; 
while the vesper service continued in the left-hand 
chapel, nought of it reaching the ears of the visitors 
save, perhaps, a confused vibration, as of the peal of 
a bell penetrating from outside through the vaults 
above. 

And Pierre then understood that this was the splen- 
did skeleton of a colossus whence life was departing. 
To fill it, to animate it with a soul, all the gorgeous 
display of great religious ceremonies was needed ; the 
eighty thousand worshippers which it could hold, the 
great pontifical pomps, the festivals of Christmas and 
Easter, the processions and corteges displaying all 
the luxury of the Church amidst operatic scenery and 
appointments. And he tried to conjure up a picture 
of the past magnificence — the basilica overflowing 
with an idolatrous multitude, and the superhuman cor- 
tege passing along whilst every head was lowered; 
the cross and the sword opening the march, the cardi- 
nals going two by two, like twin divinities, in their 
rochets of lace and their mantles and robes of red 
moire, which train-bearers held up behind them ; and 
at last, with Jove-like pomp, the Pope, carried on a 
stage draped with red velvet, seated in an arm-chair 
of red velvet and gold, and dressed in white velvet, 
with cope of gold, stole of gold, and tiara of gold. 
The bearers of the Sedia gestatoria'^ shone bravely 
in red tunics broidered with gold. Above the one and 
only Sovereign Pontiff of the world the Jiahdli waved 
1 Tte ctair and stage are known by that name. — Trans. 
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those huge fans of feathers which formerly were waved 
before the idols of pagan Eome. And around the seat 
of triumph what a dazzling; glorious court there was ! 
The whole pontifical family; the stream of assistant 
prelates; the patriarchs; the archbishopS; and the 
bishops, with vestments and mitres of gold, the Came- 
rieri segreti 2^ctHeci2oanti in violet silk, the Cameineri 
partecipayiti of the cape and the sword in black velvet 
Eenascence costumes, with ruffs and golden chains, 
the whole innumerable ecclesiastical and laical suite, 
which not even a hundred pages of the Gerarchia ’’ 
can completely enumerate, the prothonotaries, the 
chaplains, the prelates of every class and degree, 
without mentioning the military household, the gen- 
darmes with their busbies, the Palatine Guards in blue 
trousers and black tunics, the Swiss Guards costumed 
in red; yellow, and black, with breastplates of silver, 
suggesting the men at arms of some drama of the 
Eomantic school, and the l^Toble Guards, superb in 
their high boots, white pigskins, red tunics, gold lace, 
epaulets, and helmets ! However, since Eome had be- 
come the capital of Italy the doors were no longer 
thrown wide open,* on the rare occasions when the 
Pope yet came down to officiate, to show himself as 
the supreme representative of the Divinity on earth, 
the basilica was filled with chosen ones. To enter it 
you needed a card of invitation. You no longer saw 
the people — a throng of fifty, even eighty, thousand 
Christians — flocking to the Church and swarming 
within it promiscuously; there was but a select gath- 
ering, a congregation of friends convened as for a 
private function. Even when, by dint of effort, thou- 
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sands were collected together there^ they formed hut 
a picked audience invited to the performance of a 
monster concert. 

And as Pierre strolled among the bright, crude 
marbles in that cold if gorgeous museum, the feeling 
grew upon him that he was in some pagan temple 
raised to the deity of Light and Pomp. The larger 
temples of ancient Eome were certainly similar piles, 
upheld by the same precious columns, with walls 
covered with the same polychromatic marbles and 
vaulted ceilings having the same gilded panels. And 
his feeling was destined to become yet more acute 
after his visits to the other basilicas, which could 
but reveal the truth to him. First one found the 
Christian Church quietly, audaciously quartering it- 
self in a pagan church, as, for instance, San Lorenzo 
in Miranda installed in the temple of Antoninus and 
Faustina, and retaining the latter’s rare porticus in 
cipollino marble and its handsome white marble entab- 
lature. Then there was the Christian Church spring- 
ing from the ruins of the destroyed pagan edifice, as, 
for example, San Clemente, beneath which centuries of 
contrary beliefs are stratified: a very ancient edifice 
of the time of the kings or the republic, then another 
of the days of the empire identified as a temple of 
Mithras, and next a basilica of the primitive faith. 
Then, too, there was the Christian Church, typified by 
that of Saint Agnes-beyond-the-walls which had been 
built on exactly the same pattern as the Eoman 
secular basilica — that Tribunal and Exchange which 
accompanied every Forum. And, in particular, there 
was the Christian Church erected with material stolen 



264 


HOME 


from the demolished pagan temples. To this testified 
the sixteen superb columns of that same Saint Agnes, 
columns of various marbles filched from various gods ; 
the one and twenty columns of Santa Maria in Traste- 
vere, columns of all sorts of orders torn from a temple 
of Isis and Serapis, who even now are represented on 
their capitals; also the six and thirty white marble 
Ionic columns of Santa Maria Maggiore derived from 
the temple of Juno Lucina; and the two and twenty 
columns of Santa Maria in Ara Coeli, these varying 
in substance, size, and workmanship, and certain of 
them said to have been stolen from Jove himself, 
from the famous temple of Jupiter Capitolinus which 
rose upon the sacred summit. In addition, the tem- 
ples of the opulent Imperial period seemed to resus- 
citate in our times at San Giovanni in Laterano and 
San Paolo-fuori-le-mura. Was not that Basilica of 
San Giovanni — ^Hhe Mother and Head of all the 
churches of the city and the earth — like the abode 
of honour of some pagan divinity whose splendid 
kingdom was of this world? It boasted five naves, 
parted by four rows of columns; it was a profusion of 
bas-reliefs, friezes, and entablatures, and its twelve co- 
lossal statues of the Apostles looked like subordinate 
deities lining the approach to the master of the gods ! 
And did not San Paolo, lately completed, its new 
marbles shimmering like mirrors, recall the abode of 
the Olympian immortals, typical temple as it was 
with its majestic colonnade, its flat, gilt-panelled 
ceiling, its marble pavement incomparably beautiful 
both in substance and workmanship, its violet col- 
umns with white bases and capitals, and its white 
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entablature with violet frieze: everywhere, indeed, 
you found the mingling of those two colours so 
divinely carnal in their harmony. And there, as at 
St. Peter’s, not one patch of gloom, not one nook 
of mystery where one might peer into the invisible, 
could be found! And, withal, St. Peter’s remained 
the monster, the colossus, larger than the largest of 
all others, an extravagant testimony of what the mad 
passion for the huge can achieve when human pride, 
by dint of spending millions, dreams of lodging the 
divinity in an over-vast, over-opulent palace of stone, 
where in truth that pride itself, and not the divinity, 
triumphs I 

And to think that after long centuries that gala 
colossus had been the outcome of the fervour of 
primitive faith! You found there a blossoming of 
that ancient sap, peculiar to the soil of Kome, which 
in all ages has thrown up preposterous edifices, of 
exaggerated hugeness and dazzling and ruinous 
luxury. It would seem as if the absolute masters 
successively ruling the city brought that passion for 
Cyclopean building with them, derived it from the 
soil in which they grew, for they transmitted it one 
to the other, without a pause, from civilisation to 
civilisation, however diverse and contrary their 
minds. It has all been, so to say, a continuous 
blossoming of human vanity, a passionate desire to 
set one’s name on an imperishable wall, and, after 
being master of the world, to leave behind one an 
indestructible trace, a tangible proof of one^s passing 
glory, an eternal edifice of bronze and marble fit to 
attest that glory until the end of time. At the bot- 
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tom the spirit of couquestj the proud ambition to 
dominate the world, subsists ; and when all has 
crumbled, and a new society has sprung up from the 
ruins of its predecessor, men have erred in imagining 
it to be cured of the sin of pride, steeped in humility 
once more, for it has had the old blood in its veins, 
and has yielded to the same insolent madness as its 
ancestors, a prey to all the violence of its heredity 
directly it has become great and strong. Among the 
illustrious popes there has not been one that did not 
seek to build, did not revert to the traditions of the 
Caesars, eternising their reigns in stone and raising 
temples for resting-places, so as to rank among the 
gods. Ever the same passion for terrestrial immor- 
tality has burst forth: it has been a battle as to who 
should leave the highest, most substantial, most gor- 
geous monument; and so acute has been the disease 
that those who, for lack of means and opportunity, 
have been unable to build, and have been forced to 
content themselves with repairing, have, nevertheless, 
desired to bequeath the memory of their modest 
achievements to subsequent generations by commem- 
orative marble slabs engraved with pompous inscrip- 
tions I These slabs are to be seen on every side : not 
a wall has ever been strengthened but some pope has 
stamped it with his arms, not a ruin has been restored, 
not a palace repaired, not a fountain cleaned, but the 
reigning pope has signed the work with his Eoman 
and pagan title of “Pontifex Maximus.” It is a 
haunting passion, a form of involuntary debauchery, 
the fated florescence of that compost of ruins, that 
dust of edifices whence new edifices are ever arising. 



ROME 


267 


And giTen the perversion with which the old Roman 
soil almost immediately tarnished the doctrines of 
Jesus j that resolute passion for domination and that 
desire for terrestrial glory which wrought the triumph 
of Catholicism in scorn of the humble and pure, the 
fraternal and simple ones of the primitive Church, 
one may well ask whether Rome has ever been 
Christian at alll 

And whilst Pierre was for the second time walking 
round the huge basilica, admiring the tombs of the 
popes, truth, like a sudden illumination, burst upon 
him and filled him with its glow. Ah I those tombs ! 
Yonder in the full sunlight, in the rosy Campagna, 
on either side of the Appian Way — that triumphal 
approach to Rome, conducting the stranger to the 
august Palatine with its crown of circling palaces — 
there arose the gigantic tombs of the powerful and 
wealthy, tombs of unparalleled artistic splendour, 
perpetuating in marble the pride and pomp of a 
strong race that had mastered the world. Then, near 
at hand, beneath the sod, in the shrouding night of 
wretched mole-holes, other tombs were hidden — the 
tombs of the lowly, the poor, and the suffering — 
tombs destitute of art or display, but whose very 
humility proclaimed that a breath of affection and 
resignation had passed by, that One had come preach- 
ing love and fraternity, the relinquishment of the 
wealth of the earth for the everlasting joys of a fut- 
ure life, and committing to the soil the good seed of 
His Gospel, sowing the new humanity which was to 
transform the olden world. And, behold, from that 
seed, buried in the soil for centuries, behold, from 
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those humble^ unobtrusive tombs, where martyrs 
slept their last and gentle sleep whilst waiting for 
the glorious call, yet other tombs had sprung, tombs 
as gigantic and as pompous as the ancient, destroyed 
sepulchres of the idolaters, tombs uprearing their 
marbles among a pagan-temple-like splendour, pro- 
claiming the same superhuman pride, the same mad 
passion for universal sovereignty. At the time of 
the Eenascenee Eome became pagan once more; the 
old imperial blood frothed up and swept Christianity 
away with the greatest onslaught ever directed against 
it. Ah! those tombs of the popes at St. Peter^s, with 
their impudent, insolent glorification of the departed, 
their sumptuous, carnal hugeness, defying death and 
setting immortality upon this earth. There are giant 
popes of bronze, allegorical figures and angels of 
ec[uivocal character wearing fche beauty of lovely girls, 
of passion-compelling women with the thighs and 
the breasts of pagan goddesses! Paul III is seated 
on a high pedestal, Justice and Prudence are al- 
most prostrate at his feet. Urban VIII is between 
Prudence and Eeligion, Innocent XI between Eelig- 
ion and Justice, Innocent XII between Justice 
and Charity, Gregory XIII between Eeligion and 
Strength. Attended by Prudence and J ustice, Alex- 
ander VII appears kneeling, with Charity and Truth 
before him, and a skeleton rises up displaying an 
empty hour-glass. Clement XIII, also on his knees, 
triumphs above a monumental sarcophagus, against 
which leans Eeligion bearing the Cross; while the 
Genius of Death, his elbow resting on the right-hand 
corner, has two huge, superb lions, emblems of 
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omnipotence, beneath, him. Bronze bespeaks the 
eternity of the figures, white marble describes opu- 
lent flesh, and coloured marble winds around in rich 
draperies, deifying the monuments under the bright, 
golden glow of nave and aisles. 

And Pierre passed from one tomb to the other on 
his way through the magnificent, deserted, sunlit ba- 
silica. Yes, these tombs, so imperial in their osten- 
tation, were meet companions for those of the Appian 
Way. Assuredly it was Borne, the soil of Borne, 
that soil where pride and domination sprouted like 
the herbage of the fields that had transformed the 
humble Christianity of primitive times, the religion 
of fraternity, justice, and hope into what it now 
was: victorious Catholicism, allied to the rich and 
powerful, a huge implement of government, prepared 
for the conquest of every nation. The popes had 
awoke as Caesars. Bemote heredity had acted, the 
blood of Augustus had bubbled forth afresh, flowing 
through their veins and firing their minds with 
immeasurable ambition. As yet none but Augustus 
had held the empire of the world, had been both 
emperor and pontiff, master of the body and the soul. 
Amd thence had come the eternal dream of the popes 
in despair at only holding the spiritual power, and 
obstinately refusing to yield in temporal matters, 
clinging for ever to the ancient hope that their dream 
might at last be realised, and the Vatican become 
another Palatine, whence they might reign with 
absolute despotism over all the conquered nations. 



VI 


Pierre liad been in Eome for a fortnigbt, and yet 
the affair of bis book was no nearer solution. He was 
still possessed by an ardent desire to see tbe Pope, but 
could in no wise tell bow to satisfy it, so frequent were 
tbe delays and so greatly bad be been frightened by 
Monsignor ITani’s predictions of tbe dire consequences 
wbicb might attend any imprudent action. And so, 
foreseeing a prolonged sojourn, he at last betook him- 
self to tbe Vicariate in order that bis celebret might 
be stamped, and afterwards said bis mass each morn- 
ing at tbe Church of Santa Brigida, where be received 
a kindly greeting from Abbe Pisoni, Benedetta^s for- 
mer confessor. 

One Monday evening be resolved to repair early to 
Donna Serafina^s customary reception in tbe hope of 
learning some news and expediting bis affairs. Per- 
haps Monsignor JSTani would look in; perhaps be 
might be lucky enough to come across some cardinal or 
domestic prelate willing to help him. It was in vain 
that be bad tried to extract any positive information 
from Don Vigilio, for, after a short spell of affability 
and willingness. Cardinal Pio’s secretary bad relapsed 
into distrust and fear, and avoided Pierre as if be were 
resolved not to meddle in a business wbicb, all consid- 
ered, was decidedly suspicious and dangerous. More- 
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over^ for a couple of days past a violent attack of 
fever had compelled him to keep his room. 

Thus the only person to whom Pierre could turn 
for comfort was Victorine Bosquet, the old Beauce- 
ronne servant who had been promoted to the rank of 
housekeeper, and who still retained a French heart 
after thirty years’ residence in Eome. She often spoke 
to the young priest of Auneau, her native place, as if 
she had left it only the previous day ; but on that par- 
ticular Monday even she had lost her wonted gay vivac- 
ity, and when she heard that he meant to go down in 
the evening to see the ladies she wagged her head sig- 
nificantly. “ Ah I you won’t find them very cheerful, ” 
said she. ^^My poor Benedetta is greatly worried. 
Her divorce suit is not progressing at all well.” 

All Eome, indeed, was again talking of this affair. 
An extraordinary revival of tittle-tattle had set both 
white and black worlds agog. And so there was no 
need for reticence on Yictorine’s part, especially in 
conversing with a compatriot. It appeared, then, 
that, in reply to Advocate Morano’s memoir setting 
forth that the marriage had not been consummated, 
there had come another memoir, a terrible one, ema- 
nating from Monsignor Palma, a doctor in theology, 
whom the Congregation of the Council had selected 
to defend the marriage. As a fixst point. Monsignor 
Palma flatly disputed the alleged non-consummation, 
questioned the certificate put forward on Benedetta’ s 
behalf, and quoted instances recorded in scientific 
text-books which showed how deceptive appearances 
often were. He strongly insisted, moreover, on the 
narrative which Count Prada supplied in another 
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memoir^ a narrative well calculated to inspire doubt j 
and, further, be so turned and twisted the evidence of 
Benedetta’s own maid as to make that evidence also 
serve against ber. Binally be argued in a decisive 
way that, even supposing tbe marriage bad not been 
consummated, tbis could only be ascribed to tbe resist- 
ance of tbe Countess, wbo bad thus set at defiance one 
of tbe elementary laws of married life, wbicb was that 
a wife owed obedience to ber husband. 

Next bad come a fourth memoir, drawn up by tbe 
reporter of tbe Congregation, wbo analysed and dis- 
cussed tbe three others, and subsequently tbe Con- 
gregation itself had dealt with tbe matter, opining in 
favour of tbe dissolution of tbe marriage by a majority 
of one vote — such a bare majority, indeed, that Mon- 
signor Palma, exercising bis rights, bad hastened to 
demand further inquiry, a course wbicb brought tbe 
whole procMure again into question, and rendered a 
fresh vote necessary. 

Ab ! tbe poor Contessina ! exclaimed Victorine, 
she’ll surely die of grief, for, calm as she may seem, 
there’s an inward fire consuming ber. It seems that 
Monsignor Palma is the master of tbe situation, and 
can make tbe affair drag on as long as be likes. And 
then a deal of money bad already been spent, and one 
will have to spend a lot more. Abb6 Pisoni, whom 
you know, was very badly inspired when be helped on 
that marriage ; and though I certainly don’t want to 
soil tbe memory of my good mistress, Countess Ernesta, 
wbo was a real saint, it’s none tbe less true that she 
wrecked ber daughter’s life when she gave ber to 
Count Prada.” 
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Tlie housekeeper paused. Then, impelled by an in- 
stinctive sense of justice, she resumed. ‘^^It^s only 
natural that Count Prada should be annoyed, for he’s 
really being made a fool of. And, for my part, as 
there is no end to all the fuss, and this divorce is so 
hard to obtain, I really don’t see why the Contessina 
shouldn’t live with her Dario without troubling any 
further. Haven’t they loved one another ever since 
they were children? Aren’t they both young and 
handsome, and wouldn’t they be happy together, what- 
ever the world might say? Happiness, mon Dieu! 
one finds it so seldom that one can’t afford to let it 
pass.” 

Then, seeing how greatly surprised Pierre was at 
hearing such language, she began to laugh with the 
quiet composure of one belonging to the humble classes 
of Prance, whose only desire is a quiet and happy life, 
irrespective of matrimonial ties. Hext, in more dis- 
creet language, she proceeded to lament another worry 
which had fallen on the household, another result of 
the divorce affair. A rupture had come about between 
Donna Serafina and Advocate Morano, who was very 
displeased with the ill success of his memoir to the 
congregation, and accused Pather Lorenza — the con- 
fessor of the Boccanera ladies — of having urged them 
into a depl<&able lawsuit, whose only fruit could be a 
wretched scandal affecting everybody. And so great 
had been Morano’s annoyance that he had not returned 
to the Boccanera mansion, but had severed a connection 
of thirty years’ standing, to the stupefaction of all the 
Roman drawing-rooms, which altogether disapproved 
of his conduct. Donna Serafina was, for her part, the 
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more grieved as she suspected the advocate of having 
purposely picked the quarrel in order to secure an ex- 
cuse for leaving her ; his real motive^ in her estimation, 
being a sudden, disgraceful passion for a young and 
intriguing woman of the middle classes. 

That Monday evening, when Pierre entered the 
drawing-room, hung with yellow brocatelle of a flowery 
Louis XIY pattern, he at once realised that melan- 
choly reigned in the dim light radiating from the lace- 
veiled lamps. Benedetta and Celia, seated on a sofa, 
were chatting with Dario, whilst Cardinal Sarno, en- 
sconced in an arm-chair, listened to the ceaseless chat- 
ter of the old relative who conducted the little Prin- 
cess to each Monday gathering. And the only other 
person present was Donna Serafina, seated all alone in 
her wonted place on the right-hand side of the chim- 
ney-piece, and consumed with secret rage at seeing the 
chair on the left-hand side unoccupied — that chair 
which Morano had always taken during the thirty 
years that he had been faithful to her. Pierre noticed 
with what anxious and then despairing eyes she ob- 
served his entrance, her glance ever straying towards 
the door, as though she even yet hoped for the fickde 
one’s return. Withal her bearing was erect and proud ; 
she seemed to be more tightly laced than ever j and 
there was all the wonted haughtiness on her hard- 
featured face, with its jet-black eyebrows and snowy 
hair. 

Pierre had no sooner paid his respects to her than 
he allowed his own worry to appear by inquiring 
whether they would not have the pleasure of seeing 
Monsignor Nani that evening. Thereupon Donna 
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Serafima could not refrain from answering: 
Monsignor liTani is forsaking ns like the others. Peo- 
ple always take themselves off when they can be of 
service.” 

She harboured a spite against the prelate for hav- 
ing done so little to further the divorce in spite of his 
many promises. Beneath his outward show of ex- 
treme willingness and caressing affability he doubtless 
concealed some scheme of his own which he was tena- 
ciously pursuing. However, Donna Serafima promptly 
regretted the confession which anger had wrung from 
her, and resumed : After all, he will perhaps come. 
He is so good-natured, and so fond of us.” 

In spite of the vivacity of her temperament she 
really wished to act diplomatically, so as to overcome 
the bad luck which had recently set in. Her brother 
the Cardinal had told her how irritated he was by the 
attitude of the Congregation of the Council ; he had 
little doubt that the frigid reception accorded to his 
niece’s suit had been due in part to the desire of some 
of his brother cardinals to be disagreeable to him. 
Personally, he desired the divorce, as it seemed to him 
the only means of ensuring the perpetuation of the 
family; for Dario obstinately refused to marry any 
other woman than his cousin. And thus there was an 
accumulation of disasters ; the Cardinal was wounded 
in his pride, his sister shared his sufferings and on her 

own side was stricken in the heart, whilst both lovers 

» 

were plunged in despair at finding their hopes yet 
again deferred. 

As Pierre approached the sofa where the young folks 
were chatting he found that they were speaking of the 
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catastrophe. Why should you be so despondent ? 
asked Celia in an undertone. After all, there was a 
majority of a vote in favour of annulling the marriage. 
Your suit hasn^t been rejected ; there is only a delay.’’ 

But Benedetta shook her head. ^^Ko, no ! If Mon- 
signor Palma proves obstinate his Holiness will never 
consent. It’s all over.” 

Ah I if one were only rich, very rich 1 ” murmured 
Dario, with such an air of conviction that no one smiled. 
And, turning to his cousin, he added in a whisper : I 
must really have a talk with you. We cannot go on 
living like this.” 

In a breath she responded: ^^Yes, you are right. 
Come down to-morrow evening at five. I will be here 
alone.” 

Then dreariness set in ; the evening seemed to have 
no end. Pierre was greatly touched by the evident 
despair of Benedetta, who as a rule was so calm and 
sensible. The deep eyes which illumined her pure, 
delicate, infantile face were now blurred as by re- 
strained tears. He had already formed a sincere affec- 
tion for her, pleased as he was with her equable if 
somewhat indolent disposition, the semblance of dis- 
creet good sense with which she veiled her soul of fire. 
That Monday even she certainly tried to smile while 
listening to the pretty secrets confided to her by Celia, 
whose love affairs were prospering far more than her 
own. There was only one brief interval of general 
conversation, and that was brought about by the little 
Princess’s aunt, who, suddenly raising her voice, began 
to speak of the infamous manner in which the Italian 
newspapers referred to the Holy Father. Hever, in- 
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deed, had there been so much bad feeling between the 
Vatican and the Qnirinal. Cardinal Sarno felt so 
strongly on the subject that he departed from his 
wonted silence to announce that on the occasion of the 
sacrilegious festivities of the Twentieth of September, 
celebrating the capture of Eome, the Pope intended to 
cast a fresh letter of protest in the face of all the Chris- 
tian powers, whose indifference proved their complicity 
in the odious spoliation of the Church. 

Yes, indeed ! what folly to try and marry the Pope 
and the King,” bitterly exclaimed Donna Serafina, 
alluding to her niece’s deplorable marriage. 

The old maid now seemed quite beside herself ; it 
was already so late that neither Monsignor Kani nor 
anybody else was expected. However, at the unhoped- 
for sound of footsteps her eyes again brightened and 
turned feverishly towards the door. But it was only 
to encounter a final disappointment. The visitor proved 
to be Karcisse Habert, who stepped up to her, apolo- 
gising for making so late a call. It was Cardinal 
Sarno, his uncle by marriage, who had introduced him 
into this exclusive salon^ where he had received a cord- 
ial reception on account of his religious views, which 
were said to be most uncompromising. If, however, 
despite the lateness of the hour, he had ventured to 
call there that evening, it was solely on account of 
Pierre, whom he at once drew on one side. 

I felt sure I should find you here,” he said. “ J ust 
now I managed to see my cousin. Monsignor G-amba del 
Zoppo, and I have some good news for you. He will 
see us to-morrow at about eleven in his rooms at the 
Vatican.” Then, lowering his voice: I think he will 
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endeavour to conduct you to tlie Holy Father. Briefly, 
the audience seems to me assured.^’ 

Pierre was greatly delighted by this promised cer- 
tainty, which came to him so suddenly in that dreary 
drawing-room, where for a couple of hours he had been 
gradually sinking into despair ! So at last a solution 
was at hand ! 

Meantime ISTarcisse, after shaking hands with Dario 
and bowing to Benedetta and Celia, approached his 
uncle the Cardinal, who, having rid himself of the old 
relation, made up his mind to talk. But his conversa- 
tion was confined to the state of his health, and the 
weather, and sundry insignificant anecdotes which he 
had lately heard. Hot a word escaped him respecting 
the thousand complicated matters with which he 
dealt at the Propaganda. It was as though, once out- 
side his office, he plunged into the commonplace and 
the unimportant by way of resting from the anxious 
task of governing the world. And after he had spoken 
for a time every one got up, and the visitors took 
leave. 

^^Doffit forget,” Harcisse repeated to Pierre, ^^you 
will find me at the Sixtine Chapel to-morrow at ten. 
And I will show you the Botticellis before we go to 
our appointment.” 

At half-past nine on the following morning Pierre, 
who had come on foot, was already on the spacious 
Piazza of St. PetePs ; and before turning to the right, 
towards the bronze gate near one corner of Bernini^s 
colonnade, he raised his eyes and lingered, gazing at 
the Vatican. Hothing to his mind could be less mon- 
umental than the jumble of buildings which, without 
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semblance of arebitectural order or regularity of any 
kind^ bad grown up in the shadow east by the dome 
of the basilica. Eoofs rose one above the other and 
broadj flat walls stretched out chance-wise; just as 
wings and storeys had been added. The only sym- 
metry observable above the colonnade was that of 
the three sides of the court of San DamasO; where 
the lofty glass-work which now encloses the old loggie 
sparkled in the sun between the ruddy columns and 
pilasters, suggesting, as it were, three huge conservar 
tories. 

And this was the most beautiful palace in the 
world, the largest of all palaces, comprising no fewer 
than eleven thousand apartments and containing the 
most admirable masterpieces of human genius 1 But 
Pierre, disillusioned as he was, had eyes only for the 
lofty facade on the right, overlooking the piazza, for 
he knew that the second-floor windows there were 
those of the Pope’s private apartments. And he con- 
templated those windows for a long time, and remem- 
bered having been told that the fifth one on the right 
was that of the Pope’s bed-room, and that a lamp could 
always be seen burning there far into the night. 

What was there, too, behind that gate of bronze 
which he saw before him — that sacred portal by 
which. aU the kingdoms of the world communicated 
with the kingdom of heaven, whose august vicar had 
secluded himself behind those lofty, silent walls? 
Prom where he stood Pierre gazed on that gate with 
its metal panels studded with large square-headed 
nails, and wondered what it defended^ what it con- 
cealed, what it shut off from the view, with its stern, 
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forbidding air, recalling that of the gate of some an- 
cient fortress. What kind of world -wonld he find 
behind it, what treasures of human charity jealously 
preserved in yonder gloom, what revivifying hope for 
the new nations hungering for fraternity and justice ? 
He took pleasure in fancying, in picturing the one 
holy pastor of humanity, ever watching in the depths 
of that closed palace, and, while the nations strayed 
into hatred, preparing all for the final reign of J esus, 
and at last proclaiming the advent of that reign by 
transforming our democracies into the one great Chris- 
tian community promised by the Saviour. Assuredly 
the world’s future was being prepared behind that 
bronze portal 5 assuredly it was that future which 
would issue forth. 

But all at once Pierre was amazed to find himself 
face to face with Monsignor Hani, who had just left 
the Vatican on his way to the neighbouring Palace 
of the Inquisition, where, as Assessor, he had his resi- 
dence. 

^^Ah! Monsignor,” said Pierre, am very pleased. 
My friend Monsieur Habert is going to present me to 
his cousin, Monsignor G-amba del Zoppo, and I think 
I shall obtain the audience I so greatly desire.” 

Monsignor Hani smiled with his usual amiable yet 
keen expression. Yes, yes, I know.” But, correct- 
ing himself as it were, he added : I share your satis- 
faction, my dear son. Only, you must be prudent.” 
And then, as if fearing that the young priest might 
have understood by his first words that he had just 
seen Monsignor Gamba, the most easily terrified prel- 
ate of the whole prudent pontifical family, he related 
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that he had been running about since an early hour on 
behalf of two French ladies, who likewise were dying 
of a desire to see the Pope. HoweYor, he greatly 
feared that the help he was giving them would not 
prove successful. 

I will confess to you, Monsignor/^ replied Pierre, 
^^that I myself was getting very discouraged. Yes, it 
is high time I should find a little comfort, for my so- 
journ here is hardly calculated to brace my soul.^’ 

He went on in this strain, allowing it to be seen 
that the sights of Pome were finally destroying his 
faith. Such days as those which he Ipd spent on the 
Palatine and along the Appian Way, in the Catacombs 
and at St. Peter^s, grievously disturbed him, spoilt his 
dream of Christianity rejuvenated and triumphant. 
He emerged from them full of doubt and growing 
lassitude, having already lost much of his usually 
rebellious enthusiasm. 

Still smiling, Monsignor Hani listened and nodded 
approvingly. ■ Yes, no doubt that was the fatal result. 
He seemed to have foreseen it, and to be well satisfied 
thereat. At all events, my dear son,” said he, “ every- 
thing is going on well, since you are now certain that 
you will see his Holiness.” 

That is true, Monsignor ; I have placed my only 
hope in the very just and perspicacious Leo XIII. 
He alone can judge me, since he alone can recognise 
in my book his own ideas, which I think I have very 
faithfully set forth. Ah ! if he be willing he will, in 
Jesus^ name and by democracy and science, save this 
old world of ours ! ” 

Pierrots enthusiasm was returning again, and Xani, 
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smiling more and more affably with his piercing eyes 
and thin lips^ again expressed approval : Certainly ; 
quite so, my dear son. You will speak to him, you 
will see.^’ 

Then as they both raised their heads and looked 
towards the Vatican, Nani carried his amiability so 
far as to undeceive Pierre with respect to the Pope’s 
bed-room. No, the window where a light was seen 
every evening was simply that of a landing where 
the gas was kept burning almost all night. The 
window of his Holiness’s bed-chamber was the sec- 
ond one farther on. Then both relapsed into silence, 
equally grave as they continued to gaze at the fagade. 

^^Well, till we meet again, my dear son,” said 
Nani at last. You will tell me of your interview, I 
hope.” 

As soon as Pierre was alone he went in by the 
bronze portal, his heart beating violently, as if he 
were entering some redoubtable sanctuary where the 
future happiness of mankind was elaborated- A sen- 
try was on duty there, a Swiss guard, who walked 
slowly up and down in a grey-blue cloak, below which 
one only caught a glimpse of his baggy red, black, and 
yellow breeches; and it seemed as if this cloak of 
sober hue were purposely cast over a disguise in order 
to conceal its strangeness, which had become irksome. 
Then, on the right-hand, came the covered stairway 
conducting to the Court of San Damaso ; but to reach 
the Sixtine Chapel it was necessary to follow a long 
gallery, with columns on either hand, and ascend the 
royal staircase, the Scala Pegia. And in this realm 
of the gigantic, where every dimension is exaggerated 
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and replete witli overpowering majesty, Pierre’s breath 
came short as he ascended the broad steps. 

He was much surprised on entering the Sixtine 
Chapel, for it at first seemed to him small, a sort of 
rectangular and lofty hall, with a delicate screen of 
white marble separating the part where guests congre- 
gate on the occasion of great ceremonies from the choir 
where the cardinals sit on simple oaken benches, while 
the inferior prelates remain standing behind them. 
On a low platform to the right of the soberly adorned 
altar is the pontifical throne ; while in the wall on the 
left opens the narrow singing gallery with its balcony 
of marble. And for everything suddenly to spread 
out and soar into the infinite one must raise one’s head, 
allow one’s eyes to ascend from the huge fresco of the 
Last Judgment, occupying the whole of the end wall, 
to the paintings which cover the vaulted ceiling down 
to the cornice extending between the twelve windows 
of white glass, six on either hand. 

Fortunately there were only three or four quiet 
tourists there ; and Pierre at once perceived Harcisse 
Habert occupying one of the cardinals’ seats above 
the steps where the train-bearers crouch. Motionless, 
and with his head somewhat thrown back, the young 
man seemed to be in ecstasy. But it was not the work 
of Michael Angelo that he thus contemplated. His 
eyes never strayed from one of the earlier frescoes 
below the cornice ; and on recognising the priest he 
contented himself with murmuring : Ah ! my friend, 
just look at the Botticelli” Then, with dreamy eyes, 
he relapsed into a state of rapture. 

Pierre, for his part, had received a great shock both 
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in heart and in mind, overpowered as he was by the 
snperhiiiiian genius of Michael Angelo. The rest van- 
ished ; there only remained, up yonder, as in a limitless 
heaven, the extraordinary creations of the master’s art. 
That which at first surprised one was that the painter 
should have been the sole artisan of the mighty work. 
Ko marble cutters, no bronze workers, no gilders, no 
one of another calling had intervened. The painter 
■with his brush had sufidced for all — for the pilasters, 
columns, and cornices of marble, for the statues and 
the ornaments of bronze, for the fleurons and roses of 
gold, for the whole of the wondrously rich decorative 
work which surrounded the frescoes. And Pierre im- 
agined Michael Angelo on the day when the bare vault 
was handed over to him, covered with plaster, offering 
only a flat white surface, hundreds of square yards 
to be adorned. And he pictured him face to face with 
that huge white page, refusing all help, driving all 
inquisitive folks away, jealously, violently shutting 
himself up alone with his gigantic task, spending four 
and a half years in fierce solitude, and day by day 
adding to his colossal work of creation. Ah I that 
mighty work, a task to fill a whole lifetime, a task 
which he must have begun with quiet confidence in 
his own will and power, drawing, as it were, an entire 
world from his brain and flinging it there with the 
ceaseless flow of creative virility in the full heyday of 
its omnipotence. 

And Pierre was yet more overcome when he began 
to examine these presentments of humanity, magni- 
fied as by the eyes of a visionary, overflowing in 
mighty sympathetic pages of cyclopean symbolisar 
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tion. Eoyal grace and nobility, sovereign peaceful- 
ness and power — every beanty sbone out like natural 
florescence. And there was perfect science, the most 
audacious foreshortening risked with the certainty of 
success — an everlasting triumph of technique over 
the difS-Culty which an arched surface presented. 
And, in particular, there was wonderful simplicity of 
medium ; matter was reduced almost to nothingness ; 
a few colours were used broadly without any studied 
search for effect or brilliancy. Yet that sufloLced, the 
blood seethed freely, the muscles projected, the figures 
became animated and stood out of their frames with 
such energy and dash that it seemed as if a flame 
were flashing by aloft, endowing all those beings with 
superhuman and immortal life. Life, aye, it was life, 
which burst forth and triumphed — mighty, swarm- 
ing life, miraculous life, the creation of one sole hand 
possessed of the supreme gift — simplicity blended 
with power. 

That a philosophical system, a record of the whole 
of human destiny, should have been found therein, 
with the creation of the world, of man, and of woman, 
the fall, the chastisement, then the redemption, and 
finally G-od’s judgment on the last day — this was a 
matter on which Pierre was unable to dwell, at this 
first visit, in the wondering stupor into which the 
paintings threw him. But he could not help noticing 
how the human body, its beauty, its power, and its 
grace were exalted I Ah 1 that regal J ehovah, at once 
terrible and paternal, carried off amid the whirlwind 
of his creation, his arms outstretched and giving birth 
to worlds ! And that superb and nobly outlined Adam, 



EOME 


witli extended hand, whom Jehovah, though he touch 
him not, animates with his finger — a wondrous and 
admirable gesture, leaving a sacred space between the 
finger of the Creator and that of the created — a tiny 
space, in which, nevertheless, abides all the infinite 
of the invisible and the mysterious. And then that 
powerful yet adorable Eve, that Eve with the sturdy 
flanks fit for the bearing of humanity, that Eve with 
the proud, tender grace of a woman bent on being 
loved even to perdition, that Eve embodying the 
whole of woman with her fecundity, her seductive- 
ness, her empire ! Moreover, even the decorative fig- 
ures of the pilasters at the corners of the frescoes 
celebrate the triumph of the flesh: there are the 
twenty young men radiant in their nakedness, with 
incomparable splendour of torso and of limb, and such 
intensity of life that a craze for motion seems to carry 
them off, bend them, throw them over in superb atti- 
tudes. And between the windows are the giants, the 
prophets and the sibyls — man and woman deified, 
with inordinate wealth of muscle and grandeur of in- 
tellectual expression. There is Jeremiah with his 
elbow resting on his knee and his chin on his hand, 
plunged as he is in reflection — in the very depths 
of his visions and his dreams; there is the Sibylla 
Erithrsea, so pure of profile, so young despite the opu- 
lence of her form, and with one finger resting on the 
open book of destiny ; there is Isaiah with the thick 
lips of truth, virile and haughty, his head half turned 
and his hand raised with a gesture of command ; there 
is the Sibylla Cumaea, terrifying with her science and 
her old age, her wrinkled countenance, her vulture^s 
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nose, her square protruding chin; there is Jonah cast 
forth bj the whale, and wondrouslj foreshortened, his 
torso twisted, his arms bent, his head thrown bach, 
and his mouth agape and shouting : and there are the 
others, all of the same full-blown, majestic family, 
reigning with the sovereignty of eternal health and 
intelligence, and typifying the dream of a broader, 
loftier, and indestructible humanity. Moreover, in 
the lunettes and the arches over the windows other 
figures of grace, power, and beauty appear and throng, 
the ancestors of the Christ, thoughtful mothers with 
lovely nude infants, men with wondering eyes peering 
into the future, representatives of the punished weary 
race longing for the promised Eedeemer ; while in the 
pendentives of the four comers various biblical epi- 
sodes, the victories of Israel over the Spirit of Evil, 
spring into life. And finally there is the gigantic 
fresco at the far end, the Last Judgment with its 
swarming multitude, so numerous that days and days 
are needed to see each figure aright, a distracted 
crowd, full of the hot breath of life, from the dead 
rising in response to the furious trumpeting of the 
angels, from the fearsome groups of the damned whom 
the demons fling into hell, even to Jesus the justiciar, 
surrounded by the saints and apostles, and to the radi- 
ant concourse of the blessed who ascend upheld by 
angels, whilst higher and still higher other angels, 
bearing the instruments of the Passion, triumph as in 
full glory. And yet, above this gigantic composition, 
painted thirty years subsequently, in the full ripeness 
of age, the ceiling retains its ethereality, its unques- 
tionable superiority, for on it the artist bestowed all 
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his virgin power, his whole youth, the first great flare 
of his genius. 

And Pierre found but one word to express his feel- 
ings: Michael Angelo was the monster dominating 
and crushing all others. Beneath his immense achieve- 
ment you had only to glance at the works of Perugino, 
Pinturicchio, Eoselli, Signorelli, and Botticelli, those 
earlier frescoes, admirable in their way, which below 
the cornice spread out around the chapel. 

IsTarcisse for his part had not raised his eyes to the 
overpowering splendour of the ceiling. Wrapt in 
ecstasy, he did not allow his gaze to stray from one of 
the three frescoes of Botticelli. ^^Ah! Botticelli,” 
he at last murmured ; in him you have the elegance 
and the grace of the mysterious ; a profound feeling 
of sadness even in the midst of voluptuousness, a 
divination of the whole modern soul, with the most 
troublous charm that ever attended artisPs work.” 

Pierre glanced at him in amazement, and then vent- 
ured to inquire: ^^You come here to see the Botti- 
cellis ? ” 

Yes, certainly,” the young man quietly replied ; 

I only come here for him, and five hours every week 
I only look at his work. There, just study that fresco, 
Moses and the daughters of J ethro. Isn^t it the most 
penetrating work that human tenderness and melan- 
choly have produced ? 

Then, with a faint, devout quiver in his voice and 
the air of a priest initiating another into the delight- 
ful but perturbing atmosphere of a sanctuary, he went 
on repeating the praises of Botticelli’s art ; his women 
with long, sensual, yet candid faces, supple bearing, 



BOME 


289 


and rounded forms stowing from nnder light drapery ; 
Ms young men, Ms angels of doubtful sex, blending 
stateliness of muscle with infinite delicacy of outline ; 
next the mouths he painted, fleshy, fruit-like mouths, 
at times suggesting irony, at others pain, and often so 
enigmatical with their sinuous curves that one knew 
not whether the words they left unuttered were words 
of purity or filth; then, too, the eyes which he be- 
stowed on his figures, eyes of languor and passion, 
of carnal or mystical rapture, their joy at times so 
instinct with, grief as they peer into the MMlity of 
human things that no eyes in the world could be 
more impenetrable. And finally there were Botti- 
celli^s hands, so carefully and delicately painted, so full 
of life, wantoning so to say in a free atmosphere, now 
joining, caressing, and even, as it were, speaking, the 
whole evincing such intense solicitude for gracefulness 
that at times there seems to be undue mannerism, 
though every hand has its particular expression, each 
varying expression of the enjoyment or pain which 
the sense of touch can bring. And yet there was 
nothing effeminate or false about the painter’s work : 
on all sides a sort of virile pride was apparent, an 
atmosphere of superb passionate motion, absolute 
concern for truth, direct study from life, conscien- 
tiousness, veritable realism, corrected and elevated 
by a genial strangeness of feeling and character that 
imparted a never-to-be-forgotten charm even to ugli- 
ness itself. 

Pierre’s stupefaction, however, increased as he lis- 
tened to ISTarcisse, whose somewhat studied elegance, 
whose curly hair cut in the Plorentine fashion, and 
von. I. — 19 
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whose blue, maiivisli eyes paling with enthusiasm he 
now for the first time remarked. Botticelli,” he 
at last said, was no doubt a marTelloiis artist, only 
it seems to me that here, at any rate, Michael An- 
gelo — 

But hTarcisse interrupted him almost with Tiolence. 
no! Don’t talk of him! He spoilt everything, 
mined everything ! A man who harnessed himself to 
Ms work like an ox, who laboured at his task like a 
navvy, at the rate of so many square yards a day ! 
And a man, too, with no sense of the mysterious and 
the unknown, who saw everything so huge as to dis- 
gust one with beauty, painting girls like the trunks 
of oak-trees, women like giant butchers, with heaps 
and heaps of stupid flesh, and never a gleam of a 
divine or infernal soul ! He was a mason — a colossal 
mason, if you like — but he was nothing more.” 

Weary modern” that ISTareisse was, spoilt by the 
pursuit of the original and the rare, he thus uncon- 
sciously gave rein to his fated hate of health and 
power. That Michael Angelo who brought forth with- 
out an effort, who had left behind Mm the most pro- 
digious of all artistic creations, was the enemy. And 
Ms crime precisely was that he had created life, pro- 
duced life in such excess that all the petty creations 
of others, even the most delightful among them, van- 
ished in presence of the overflowing torrent of human 
beings flung there all alive in the sunlight. 

Well, for my part,” Pierre courageously declared, 
^^Fm not of your opinion. I now realise that life is 
everything in art; that real immortality belongs only 
to those who create. The case of Michael Angelo 
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seems to me decisive, for he is the snperhuman mas- 
ter, the monster who overwhelms all others, precisely 
because he brought forth that magnificent living flesh 
which offends your sense of delicacy. Those who are 
inclined to the curious, those who have minds of a 
pretty turn, whose intellects are ever seeking to pene- 
trate things, may try to improve on the equivocal and 
invisible, and set all the charm of art in some elab- 
orate stroke or symbolisation ; but, none the less, 
Michael Angelo remains the all-powerful, the maker 
of men, the master of clearness, simplicity, and 
health/’ 

At this hTarcisse smiled with indulgent and courte- 
ous disdain. And he anticipated further argument by 
remarking : “ It’s already eleven. My cousin was to 
have sent a servant here as soon as he could receive 
us. I am surprised to have seen nobody as yet. 
Shall we go up to see the stanze of Eaffaelle while we 
wait ? ” 

Once in the rooms above, he showed himself perfect, 
both lucid in his remarks and just in his appreciations, 
having recovered all his easy intelligence as soon as 
he was no longer upset by his hatred of colossal labour 
and cheerful decoration. 

It was unfortunate that Pierre should have first 
visited the Sixtine Chapel; for it was necessary he 
should forget what he had just seen and accustom 
himself to what he now beheld in order to enjoy its 
pure beauty. It was as if some potent wine had con- 
fused him, and prevented any immediate relish of a 
lighter vintage of delicate fragr^ce. Admiration did 
not here fall upon one with lightning speed; it was 
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slowiy-j irresistibly that one grew charmed. And the 
contrast was like that of Eacine beside Corneille, 
Lamartine beside Hugo, the eternal pair, the mascu- 
line and feminine genius coupled through centuries of 
glory. With Eaffaelle it is nobility, grace, exquisite- 
ness, and correctness of line, and divineiiess of har- 
mony that triumph. You do not find in him merely 
the materialist symbolism so superbly thrown off by 
Michael Angelo ; he introduces psychological analysis 
of deep penetration into the painter’s art. Man is 
shown more purified, idealised ; one sees more of that 
which is within him. And though one may be in 
presence of an artist of sentimental bent, a feminine 
genius whose quiver of tenderness one can feel, it is 
also certain that admirable firmness of workmanship 
confronts one, that the whole is very strong and very 
great. Pierre gradually yielded to such sovereign 
masterliness, such virile elegance, such a vision of 
supreme beauty set in supreme perfection. But if the 
Dispute on the Sacrament ” and the so-called School 
of Athens,’^ both prior to the paintings of the Six- 
tine Chapel, seemed to him to be Eaffaelle’s master- 
pieces, he felt that in the Burning of the Borgo,” 
and particularly in the ‘^Expulsion of Heliodorus 
from the Temple,” and Pope St. Leo staying Attila 
at the Gates of Eome,” the artist had lost the flower 
of his divine grace, through the deep impression which 
the overwhelming grandeur of Michael Angelo had 
wrought upon him. How crushing indeed had been 
the blow when the Sixtine Chapel was thrown open 
and the rivals entered ! The creations of the monster 
then appeared, and the greatest of the humanisers 
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lost some of liis soul at sight of them^ thenceforward 
unable to rid himself of their influence. 

From the stanze Xarcisse took Pierre to the loggie, 
those glazed galleries which are so high and so deli- 
cately decorated. But here you only find work which 
pupils executed after designs left by Kaffaelle at his 
death. The fall was sudden and complete, and never 
had Pierre better understood that genius is everything 
— that when it disappears the school collapses. The 
man of genius sums up his period ; at a given hour he 
throws forth all the sap of the social soil, which af- 
terwards remains exhausted often for centuries. So 
Pierre became more particularly interested in the fine 
view that the loggie afford, and all at once he noticed 
that the papal apartments were in front of him, just 
across the Court of San Damaso. This court, with its 
porticus, fountain, and white pavement, had an aspect 
of empty, airy, sunlit solemnity which surprised him. 
There was none of the gloom or pent-up religious mys- 
tery that he had dreamt of with his mind full of the 
surroundings of the old northern cathedrals. Bight 
and left of the steps conductiug to the rooms of the 
Pope and the Cardinal Secretary of State four or five 
carriages were ranged, the coachmen stifdy erect and 
the horses motionless in the brilliant light ; and noth- 
ing else peopled that vast square desert of a court 
which, with its bareness gilded by the coruscations of 
its glass-work and the ruddiness of its stones, suggested 
a pagan temple dedicated to the sun. But what more 
particularly struck Pierre was the splendid panorama 
of Borne, for he had not hitherto imagined that the 
Pope from his windows could thus behold the entire 
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city spread out before him as if he merely had to 
stretch forth his hand to make it his own once more. 

While Pierre contemplated the scene a sound of 
voices caused him to turn 5 and he perceived a servant 
in black livery who, after repeating a message to llTar- 
cisse, was retiring with a deep bow. Looking much 
annoyed, the attacM approached the young priest. 
‘‘Monsignor G-amba del Zoppo,’^ said he, “has sent 
word that he can’t see us this morning. Some unex- 
pected duties require his presence.” However, Har- 
cisse’s embarrassment showed that he did not believe 
in the excuse, but rather suspected some one of hav- 
ing so terrified his cousin that the latter was afraid of 
compromising himself. Obliging and courageous as 
Hubert himself was, this made him indignant. Still 
he smiled and resumed: “Listen, perhaps there’s a 
means of forcing an entry. If your time is your own 
we can lunch together and then return to visit the 
Museum of Antiquities. I shall certainly end by 
coming across my cousin and we may, perhaps, be 
lucky enough to meet the Pope should he go down to 
the gardens,” 

At the news that his audience was yet again post- 
poned Pierre had felt keenly disappointed. However, 
as the whole day was at his disposal, he willingly 
accepted the attacM^s offer. They lunched in front of 
St. Peter’s, in a little restaurant of the Borgo, most of 
whose customers were pilgrims, and the fare, as it 
happened, was far from good. Then at about two 
o’clock they set off for the museum, skirting the basil- 
ica by way of the Piazza della Sagrestia. It was a 
bright, deserted, burning district; and again, but in 
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a far greater degree, did tlie young priest experi- 
ence that sensation of bare, tawny, sun-baked majesty 
w^Mcb bad come upon bim while gazing into the Court 
of San Damaso. Then, as he passed the apse of St. 
Peter’s, the enormity of the colossus was brought 
home to him more strongly than ever : it rose like a gi- 
ant bouquet of architecture edged by empty expanses 
of pavement sprinkled with fine weeds. And in all 
the silent immensity there were only two children 
playing in the shadow of a wall. The old papal mint, 
the Zecea, now an Italian possession, and guarded by 
soldiers of the royal army, is on the left of the pas- 
sage leading to the museums, while on the right, just 
in front, is one of the entrances of honour to the Vati- 
can where the papal Swiss Guard keeps watch and 
ward ; an(J this is the entrance by which, according to 
etiquette, the pair-horse carriages convey the Pope’s 
visitors into the Court of San Damaso. 

Following the long lane which ascends between a 
wing of the palace and its garden wall, Harcisse and 
Pierre at last reached the Museum of Antiquities. 
Ah I what a museum it is, with galleries innumerable, 
a museum compounded of three museums, the Pio- 
Clementino, Chiaramonti, and the Braccio-hTuovo, and 
containing a whole world found beneath the soil, then 
exhumed, and now glorified in full sunlight. For 
more than two hours Pierre went from one haU to 
another, dazzled by the masterpieces, bewildered by 
the accumulation of genius and beauty. It was not 
only the celebrated examples of statuary, the Laocoon 
and the' Apollo of the cabinets of the Belvedere, the 
Meleager, or even the torso of Hercules — that aston- 
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islied Mm. He was jet more impressed bj tlie en- 
semble, bj the innumerable quantities of Veniises, 
Bacchuses, and deified emperors and empresses, bj 
the whole superb growth of beautiful or August flesh 
celebrating the immortality of life. Three days pre- 
viously he had visited the Museum of the Capitol, 
where he had admired the Venus, the Dying Gaul/ 
the marvellous Centaurs of black marble, and the 
extraordinary collection of busts, but here his ad- 
miration became intensified into stupor by the inex- 
haustible wealth of the galleries. And, with more 
curiosity for life than for art, perhaps, he again lin- 
gered before the busts which so powerfully resuscitate 
the Borne of history — the Borne which, whilst incap- 
able of realising the ideal beauty of Greece, was 
certainly well able to create life. The emperors, the 
philosophers, the learned men, the poets are all there, 
and live such as they really were, studied and por- 
trayed in all scrupulousness with their deformities, 
their blemishes, the slightest peculiarities of their 
features. And from tMs extreme solicitude for truth 
springs a wonderful wealth of character and an incom- 
parable vision of the past. HotMng, indeed, could be 
loftier : the very men live once more, and retrace the 
history of their city, that history which has been so 
falsified that the teaching of it has caused generations 
of school-boys to hold antiquity in horror. But on 
seeing the men, how well one understands, how fully 
one can sympathise! And indeed the smallest bits 
of marble, the maimed statues, the bas-reliefs in frag- 

1 Best known in England, throngk Byron’s lines, as the Dying 
Gladiator, though that appellation is certainly erroneous. — Tram, 
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ments, even the isolated limbs — whether the diTine 
arm of a nymph or the sinewy, shaggy thigh of a 
satyr — evoke the splendour of a civilisation full of 
light, grandeur, and strength. 

At last IS'arcisse brought Pierre back into the Gal- 
lery of the Candelabra, three hundred feet in length 
and full of line examples of sculpture. “ Listen, my 
dear Abbe,’^ said he. “ It is scarcely more than four 
o’clock, and we will sit down here for a while, as I am 
told that the Holy Father sometimes passes this way 
to go down to the gardens. It would be really lucky 
if you could see him, perhaps even speak to him — 
who can tell ? At all events, it will rest you, for you 
must be tired out.” 

Harcisse was known to all the attendants, and his 
relationship to Monsignor Gamba gave him the run of 
almost the entire Vatican, where he was fond of spend- 
ing his leisure time. Finding two chairs, they sat 
down, and the attacM again began to talk of art. 

How astonishing had been the destiny of Pome, 
what a singular, borrowed royalty had been hers! 
She seemed like a centre whither the whole world con- 
verged, but where nothing grew from the soil itself, 
which from the outset appeared to be stricken with 
sterility. The arts required to be acclimatised there ; 
it was necessary to transplant the genius of neigh- 
bouring nations, which, once there, however, flourished 
magnificently. Under the emperors, when Pome was 
the queen of the earth, the beauty of her monuments 
and sculpture came to her from Greece. Later, when 
Christianity arose in Pome, it there remained impreg- 
nated with paganism ; it was on another soil that it 
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produced Gothic art^ the Christian art par excellence. 
Later still, at the Eenascence, it was certainly at Rome 
that the age of Julius II and Leo X shone forth; but 
the artists of Tuscany and Umbria prepared the evolu- 
tion, brought it to Rome that it might thence expand 
and soar. Ror the second time, indeed, art came to 
Rome from without, and gave her the royalty of the 
world by blossoming so triumphantly within her walls. 
Then occurred the extraordinary awakening of antiq- 
uity, Apollo and Venus resuscitated worshipped by 
the popes themselves, who from the time of Nicholas V 
dreamt of making papal Rome the equal of the im- 
perial city. After the precursors, so sincere, tender, 
and strong in their art — Fra Angelico, Perugino, Bot- 
ticelli, and so many others — came the two sovereigns, 
Michael Angelo and Eaffaelle, the superhuman and the 
divine. Then the fall was sudden, years elapsed be- 
fore the advent of Caravaggio with power of colour 
and modelling, all that the science of painting could 
achieve when bereft of genius. And afterwards the 
de.cline continued until Bernini was reached — Bernini, 
the real 'creator of the Rome of the present popes, the 
prodigal child who at twenty could already show a 
galaxy of colossal marble wenches, the universal arch- 
itect who with fearful activity finished the fagade, 
built the colonnade, decorated the interior of St. 
PetePs, and raised fountains, churches, and palaces 
innumerable. And that was the end of all, for since 
then Rome has little by little withdrawn from life, 
from the modern world, as though she, who always 
lived on what she derived from others, were dying of 
her inability to take anything more from them in 
order to convert it to her own glory. 
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Ak I Bernini, tkat deligktfiil Bernini 1 ” continued 
N'arcisse witk kis rapturous air. is botk power- 

ful and exquisite, kis verve always ready, kis inge- 
nuity invariably awake, kis fecundity full of grace 
and magnificence. As for tkeir Bramante witk kis 
masterpiece, tkat cold, correct Caneelleria, we’ll dub 
kim tke Mickael Angelo and Eaffaelle of arckitecture 
and say no more about it. But Bernini, tkat exquisite 
Bernini, wky, tkere is more delicacy and refinement 
in kis pretended bad taste tkan in all tke kugeness 
and perfection of tke otkers ! Our own age ougkt to 
recognise itself in kis art, at once so varied and so 
deep, so triumpkant in its mannerisms, so full of a 
perturbing solicitude for tke artificial and so free from 
tke baseness of reality. Just go to tke Yilla Borgkese 
to see tke group of Apollo and Dapkne wkick Bernini 
executed wken ke was eigkteen,^ and in particular see 
kis statue of Santa Teresa in ecstasy at Santa Maria 
della Vittoria! Ak! tkat Santa Teresa! It is like 
keaven opening, witk tke quiver tkat only a purely 
divine enjoyment can set in woman’s flesk, tke rapture 
of faitk carried to tke point of spasm, tke creature 
losing breatk and dying of pleasure in tke arms of 
tke Divinity ! I kave spent kours and kours before 
tkat work witkout exkausting tke infinite scope of 
its precious, burning symbolisation.” 

klarcisse’s voice died away, and Pierre, no longer 
astonisked at kis covert, unconscious hatred of health, 

1 There is also at the YUla Borghese Bernini’s AncJiises carried 
hy jEneaSy which he sculptured when only sixteen, Fo doubt his 
faults were many ; but it was his misfortune to belong to a decadent 
period. — Trans, 
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simplicityj and strength^ scarcely listened to Mm. The 
young priest himself was again becoming absorbed in 
the idea he had formed of pagan Borne resuscitating 
in Christian Borne and turning it into Catholic Bome^ 
the new political^ sacerdotal^ domineering centre of 
earthly government. Apart from the primitive age 
of the Catacombs, had Borne ever been Christian? 
The thoughts that had come to him on the Palatine, 
in the Appian Way, and in St. Peter’s were gathering 
confirmation. Genius that morning had brought him 
fresh proof. No doubt the paganism which reap- 
peared in the art of Michael Angelo and Baffaelle was 
tempered, transformed by the Christian spirit. But 
did it not still remain the basis ? Had not the former 
master peered across Olympus when snatching his great 
nudities from the terrible heavens of Jehovah? Did 
not the ideal figures of Baffaelle reveal the superb, 
fascinating flesh of Venus beneath the chaste veil of 
the Virgin ? It seemed so to Pierre, and some embar- 
rassment mingled withh is despondency, for all those 
beautiful forms glorifying the ardent passions of life, 
were in opposition to his dream of rejuvenated Chris- 
tianity giving peace to the world and reviving the 
simplicity and purity of the early ages. 

All at once he was surprised to hear Narcisse, by 
what transition he could not tell, speaking to him of 
the daily life of Leo XIII. Yes, my dear Abbe, at 
eighty-four ^ the Holy Father shows the activity of a 
young man and leads a life of determination and hard 

1 The reader should remeraher that the period selected for 
this narrative is the year 1894:. Leo XIII was bom in 1810, ~ 
Trans. 
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work sucIl as neitlier you nor I would care for ! At 
six o’clock lie is already up, says Ms mass in his pri- 
yate ckapel, and drinks a little milk for breakfast. 
Tlien, from eight o’clock till noon, there is a ceaseless 
procession of cardinals and prelates, all the affairs of 
the congregations passing under his eyes, and none 
could be more numerous or intricate. At noon the 
public and collective audiences usually begin. At 
two he dines. Then comes the siesta which he has 
well earned, or else a promenade in the gardens until 
six o’clock. The private audiences then sometimes 
keep him for an hour or two. He sups at nine and 
scarcely eats, lives on nothing, in fact, and is always 
alone at his little table. What do you think, eh, of 
the etiquette which compels him to such loneliness ? 
There you have a man who for eighteen years has 
never had a guest at Ms table, who day by day sits all 
alone in his grandeur ! And as soon as ten o’clock 
strikes, after saying the Itosary with his familiars, 
he shuts himself up in Ms room. But, although he 
may go to bed, he sleeps very little ; he is frequently 
troubled by insomnia, and gets up and sends for a 
secretary to dictate memoranda or letters to him. 
When any interesting matter requires Ms attention he 
gives Mmself up to it heart and soul, never letting 
it escape his thoughts. And his life, his health, 
lies in all this. His mind is always busy; Ms will 
and strength must always be exerting themselves. 
You may know that he long cultivated Latin verse 
with affection; and I believe that in his days of 
struggle he had a passion for journalism, inspired 
the articles of the newspapers he subsidised, and 
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eTen dictated some of them when his most cher- 
ished ideas were in question.” 

Silence fell. At every moment ISiareisse craned his 
neck to see if the little papal cortege were not emerg- 
ing from the Gallery of the Tapestries to pass them 
on its way to the gardens. You are perhaps aware/’ 
he resumed, ^^that his Holiness is brought down on 
a low chair which is small enough to pass through 
every doorway. It’s quite a journey, more than 
a mile, through the loggie, the stanze of Eaffaelle, 
the painting and scidpture galleries, not to mention 
the numerous staircases, before he reaches the gar- 
dens, where a pair-horse carriage awaits him. It’s 
quite fine this evening, so he will surely come. We 
must have a little patience.” 

Whilst Narcisse was giving these particulars Pierre 
again sank into a reverie and saw the whole ex- 
traordinary history pass before him. First came the 
worldly, ostentatious popes of the Eenascence, those 
who resuscitated antiquity with so much passion and 
dreamt of draping the Holy See with the purple of 
empire once more. There was Paul II, the magnifi- 
cent Venetian who built the Palazzo di Venezia ; Six- 
tus IV, to whom one owes the Sixtine Chapel ; and 
Julius II and Leo X, who made Some a city of 
theatrical pomp, prodigious festivities, tournaments, 
ballets, hunts, masquerades, and banquets. At that 
time the papacy had just rediscovered Olympus 
amidst the dust of buriedT ruins, and as though in- 
toxicated by the torrent of life which arose from 
the ancient soil, it founded the museums, thus reviv- 
ing the superb temples of the pagan age, and restor- 
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ing them to the cult of universal admiration. iSTever 
had the Church been in such peril of death, for if the 
Christ was still honoured at St. Peter’s, Jupiter and 
all the other gods and goddesses, with their beauteous, 
triumphant flesh, were enthroned in the halls of the 
Vatican. Then, however, another vision passed before 
Pierre, one of the modern popes prior to the Italian 
occupation — notably Pius IX, who, whilst yet free, 
often went into his good city of Pome. His huge red 
and gold coach was drawn by six horses, surrounded 
by Swiss Guards and followed by Noble Guards ; but 
now and again he would alight in the Corso, and con- 
tinue his promenade on foot, and then the mounted 
men of the escort galloped forward to give warning 
and stop the trafS.c. The carriages drew up, the gen- 
tlemen had to alight and kneel on the pavement, 
whilst the ladies simply rose and devoutly inclined 
their heads, as the Holy Pather, attended by his 
Court, slowly wended Ms way to the Piazza del Po- 
polo, smiling and blessing at every step. And now 
had come Leo XIII, the voluntary prisoner, shut up 
in the Vatican for eighteen years, and he, beMnd the 
Mgh, silent walls, in the unknown sphere where each 
of his days flowed by so quietly, had acquired a more 
exalted majesty, instinct with sacred and redoubtable 
mysteriousness. 

Ah! that Pope whom you no longer meet or see, 
that Pope hidden from the common of mankind like 
some terrible divinity whom the priests alone dare to 
approach! It is in that sumptuous Vatican which 
his forerunners of the Renascence built and adorned 
for giant festivities that he has secluded himself ; it 
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is there lie liveS; far from the crowd; in prison with 
the handsome men and the lovely women of Michael 
Angelo and Eaffaelk; with the gods and goddesses of 
marble, with the whole of resplendent Olympus cele- 
brating around him the religion of life and light. 
With him the entire Papacy is there steeped in pa- 
ganism. What a spectacle when the slender, weak 
old man, all soul, so purely white, passes along the 
galleries of the Museum of Antiquities on his way to 
the gardens. Eight and left the statues behold him 
pass with all their bare flesh. There is J upiter, there 
is Apollo, there is Venus the dominatrix, there is Pan, 
the universal god in whose laugh the joys of earth ring 
out. Nereids bathe in transparent water. Bacchantes 
roll, unveiled, in the warm grass. Centaurs gallop by 
carrying lovely girls, faint with rapture, on their steam- 
ing haunches. Ariadne is surprised by Bacchus, Gany- 
mede fondles the eagle, Adonis fires youth and maiden 
with his flame. And on and on passes the weak, 
white old man, swaying on his low chair, amidst 
that splendid triumph, that display and glorification 
of the flesh, which shouts aloud the omnipotence of 
Nature, of everlasting matter I Since they have found 
it again, exhumed it, and honoured it, that it is which 
once more reigns there imperishable ; and in vain have 
they set vine leaves on the statues, even as they have 
swathed the huge figures of Michael Angelo ; sex still 
flares on all sides, life overflows, its germs course in tor- 
rents through the veins of the world. Near by, in that 
Vatican library of incomparable wealth, where all hu- 
man science lies slumbering, there lurks a yet more 
terrible danger — the danger of an explosion which 
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would sweep away every tiling, Vatican and St. Peter’s 
also, if one day the books in their turn were to awake 
and speak aloud as s]Deak the beauty of Venus and the 
manliness of Apollo. But the white, diaphanous old 
man seems neither to see nor to hear, and the huge 
heads of Jupiter, the trunks of Hercules, the equivo- 
cal statues of Antinous continue to watch him as he 
passes on! 

However, Hareisse had become impatient, and, going 
in search of an attendant, he learnt from him that his 
Holiness had already gone down. To shorten the dis- 
tance, indeed, the cortege often passes along a kind of 
open gallery leading towards the Mint. “ Well, let us 
go down as well,” said Harcisse to Pierre ; I will try 
to show you the gardens.” 

Down below, in the vestibule, a door of which opened 
on to a broad path, he spoke to another attendant, a 
former pontifical soldier whom he personally knew. 
The man at once let him pass with Pierre, but was un- 
able to tell him whether Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo 
had accompanied his Holiness that day. 

“Ho matter,” resumed Harcisse when he and his 
companion were alone in the path ; “ I don’t despair 
of meeting him — and these, you see, are the famous 
gardens of the Vatican.” 

They are very extensive grounds, and the Pope can 
go quite two and a half miles by passing along the 
paths of the wood, the vineyard, and the kitchen gar- 
den. Occupying the plateau of the Vatican hill, which 
the mediaeval wall of Leo IV still girdles, the gardens 
are separated from the neighbouring valleys as by a 
fortified rampart. The wall formerly stretched to the 
voii. I. — 20 
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castle of Sant’ Angelo, thereby forming what was 
known as the Leonine City. No inquisitive eyes can 
peer into the grounds excepting from the dome of St. 
Peter’s, which casts its huge shadow over them dur- 
ing the hot summer weather. They are, too, quite a 
little ■world, which each pope has taken pleasure in 
embellishing. There is a large parterre with lawns of 
geometrical patterns, planted with handsome palms 
and adorned with lemon and orange trees in pots 5 
there is a less formal, a shadier garden, where, amidst 
deep plantations of yoke-elms, you find Giovanni Ye- 
sanzio’s fountain, the Aquilone, and Pius lY’s old 
Casino; then, too, there are the woods with their 
superb evergreen oaks, their thickets of plane-trees, 
acacias, and pines, intersected by broad avenues, which 
are delightfully pleasant for leisurely strolls ; and 
finally, on turning to the left, beyond other clumps 
of trees, come the kitchen garden and the vineyard, 
the last well tended. 

Whilst walking through the wood Narcisse told 
Pierre of the life led hy the Holy Pather in these 
gardens. He strolls in them every second day when 
the weather allows. Formerly the popes left the 
Vatican for the Quirinal, which is cooler and health- 
ier, as soon as May arrived; and spent the dog days 
at Castle Gandolfo on the margins of the Lake of 
Alhano. But nowadays the only summer residence 
possessed by his Holiness is a virtually intact tower 
of the old rampart of Leo lY. He here spends the 
hottest days, and has even erected a sort of pavilion 
beside it for the accommodation of his suite. Narcisse, 
like one at home, went in and secured permission for 
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Pierre to glance at the one room occupied by the Pope, 
a spacious round chamber with semispherical ceiling, 
on which are painted the heavens with symbolical fig- 
ures of the constellations ; one of the latter, the lion, 
having two stars for eyes — stars which a system of 
lighting causes to sparkle during the night. The 
walls of the tower are so thick that after blocking up 
a window, a kind of room, for the accommodation of 
a couch, has been contrived in the embrasure. Beside 
this couch the only furniture is a large work-table, a 
dining-table with flaps, and a large regal arm-chair, a 
mass of gilding, one of the gifts of the Pope’s epis- 
copal jubilee. And you dream of the days of solitude 
and perfect silence, spent in that low donjon hall, 
where the coolness of a tomb prevails whilst the heavy 
suns of August are scorching overpowered Eome. 

An astronomical observatory has been installed in 
another tower, surmounted by a little white cupola, 
which you espy amidst the greenery j and under the 
trees there is also a Swiss chalet, where Leo XIII is 
fond of resting. He sometimes goes on foot to the 
kitchen garden, and takes much interest in the vine- 
yard, visiting it to see if the grapes are ripening and 
if the vintage will be a good one. What most aston- 
ished Pierre, however, was to learn that the Holy 
Father had been very fond of “ sport ” before age had 
weakened him. He was indeed passionately addicted 
to bird snaring. Broad-meshed nets were hung on 
either side of a path on the fringe of a plantation, and 
in the middle of the path were placed cages containing 
the decoys, whose songs soon attracted all the birds of 
the neighbourhood— red-breasts, white-throats, black- 
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caps, nightingales, fig-peckers of all sorts. And when 
a numerous company of them was gathered together 
Leo XIII, seated out of sight and watching, would 
suddenly clap his hands and startle the birds, which 
flew up and were caught by the wings in the meshes 
of the nets. All that then remained to be done was 
to take them out of the nets and stifle them by a touch 
of the thumb. Roast fig-peckers are delicious.^ 

As Pierre came back through the wood he had an- 
other surprise. He suddenly lighted on a Grotto of 
Lourdes,’’ a miniature imitation of the original, built 
of rocks and blocks of cement. And such was his 
emotion at the sight that he could not conceal it. 
^'It’s true, then! ” said he. “I was told of it, but I 
thought that the Holy Rather was of loftier mind 
— free from all such base superstitions I ” 

“Oh!” replied Harcisse, “I fancy that the grotto 
dates from Pius IX, who evinced especial gratitude 
to our Lady of Lourdes. At all events, it must be a 
gift, and Leo XIII simply keeps it in repair.” 

For a few moments Pierre remained motionless and 
silent before that imitation grotto, that childish play- 
thing- Some zealously devout visitors had left their 
visiting cards in the cracks of the cement-work! For 
his part, he felt very sad, and followed his companion 
with bowed head, lamenting the wretched idiocy of the 
world. Then, on emerging from the wood, on again 
reaching the parterre, he raised his eyes. 

Ah! how exquisite in spite of everything was that 
decline of a lovely day, and what a victorious charm 

1 Perhaps so j but what a delightful pastime for the Vicar of the 
Biyinity ! — Trans. 
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ascended from tlie soil in that part of the gardens. 
There, in front of that bare, noble, burning parterre, 
far more than under the languishing foliage of the 
wood or among the fruitful vines, Pierre realised the 
strength of ligature. Above the grass growing mea- 
grely over the compartments of geometrical pattern 
which the pathways traced there were barely a few 
low shrubs, dwarf roses, aloes, rare tufts of withering 
flowers. Some green bushes still described the es- 
cutcheon of Pius IX in accordance with the strange 
taste of former times. And amidst the warm silence 
one only heard the faint crystalline murmur of the 
water trickling from the basin of the central fountain. 
But all Pome, its ardent heavens, sovereign grace, and 
conquering voluptuousness, seemed with their own 
soul to animate this vast rectangular patch of deco- 
rative gardening, this mosaic of verdure, which in its 
semi-abandonment and scorched decay assumed an as- 
pect of melancholy pride, instinct with the ever re- 
turning quiver of a passion of fire that could not die. 
Some antique vases and statues, whitely nude under 
the setting sun, skirted the parterres. And above the 
aroma of eucalyptus and of pine, stronger even than 
that of the ripening oranges, there rose the odour of 
the large, bitter box-shrubs, so laden with pungent 
life that it disturbed one as one passed as if indeed it 
were the very scent of the fecundiiy of that ancient 
soil saturated with the dust of generations. 

“ It^s very strange that we have not met his Holi- 
ness,” exclaimed hTarcisse. Perhaps his carriage 
took the other path through the wood while we were 
in the tower.” 
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Tlieiij reverting to Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo, the 
attacM explained that the functions of Gopiere, or 
papal cup-bearer, which his cousin should have dis- 
charged as one of the four Gamerieri segreti partecipanti 
had become purely honorary since the dinners offered 
to diplomatists or in honour of newly consecrated 
bishops had been given by the Cardinal Secretary of 
State. Monsignor Gamba, whose cowardice and nullity 
were legendary, seemed therefore to have no other rdle 
than that of enlivening Leo XIII, whose favour he had 
won by his incessant flattery and the anecdotes which 
he was ever relating about both the black and the white 
worlds. Indeed this fat, amiable man, who could even 
be obliging when his interests were not in question, was 
a perfect newspaper, brimful of tittle-tattle, disdaining 
no item of gossip whatever, even if it came from the 
kitchens. And thus he was quietly marching towards 
the cardinalate, certain of obtaining the hat without 
other exertion than that of bringing a budget of gossip 
to beguile the pleasant hours of the promenade. And 
Heaven knew that he was always able to garner an 
abundant harvest of news in that closed Vatican 
swarming with prelates of every kind, in that woman- 
less pontifical family of old begowned bachelors, all 
secretly exercised by vast ambitions, covert and re- 
volting rivalries, and ferocious hatreds, which, it is 
said, are still sometimes carried as far as the good old 
poison of ancient days. 

All at once Harcisse stopped. “ Ah ! ” he exclaimed, 
I was certain of it. There^s the Holy Lather ! But 
we are not in luck. He won’t even see us; he is 
about to get into his carriage again.” 
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As lie spoke a carriage drew up at the verge of the 
wood, and a little cortege emerging from a narrow 
path, went towards it. 

Pierre felt as if he had received a great blow in the 
heart. Motionless beside his companion, and half 
hidden by a lofty vase containing a lemon-tree, it 
was only from a distance that he was able to see the 
white old man, looking so frail and slender in the 
wavy folds of his white cassock, and walking so very 
slowly with short, gliding steps. The young priest 
could scarcely distinguish the emaciated face of old 
diaphanous ivory, emphasised by a large nose which 
jutted out above thin lips. However, the Pontiff’s 
black eyes were glittering with an inquisitive smile, 
while his right ear was inclined towards Monsignor 
Gamba del Zoppo, who was doubtless finishing some 
story at once rich and short, flowery and dignified. 
And on the left walked a ISToble Guard; and two other 
prelates followed. 

It was but a familiar apparition ; Leo XIII was 
already climbing into the closed carriage. And 
Pierre, in the midst of that large, odoriferous, burn- 
ing garden, again experienced the singular emotion 
which had come upon him in the Gallery of the Can- 
delabra while he was picturing the Pope on his way 
between the Apollos and Venuses radiant in their 
triumphant nudity. There, however, it was only 
pagan art which had celebrated the eternity of life, 
the superb, almighty powers of Nature. But here 
he had beheld the Pontiff steeped in Nature itself, 
in Nature clad in the most lovely, most voluptuous, 
most passionate guise. Ah! that Pope, that old 
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man strolling witli his Divinity of grief, humility, 
and renunciation along the j)aths of those gardens of 
love, in the languid evenings of the hot summer days, 
beneath the caressing scents of pine and eucalyptus, 
ripe oranges, and tall, acrid box -shrubs ! The whole 
atmosphere around him proclaimed the powers of the 
great god Pan. How pleasant was the thought of liv- 
ing there, amidst that magnificence of heaven and of 
earth, of loving the beauty of woman and of rejoicing 
in the fruitfulness of all! And suddenly the decisive 
truth burst forth that from a land of such joy and light 
it was only possible for a temporal religion of conquest 
and political domination to rise; not the mystical, 
pain-fraught religion of the Horth — the religion of 
the soul ! 

However, Harcisse led the young priest away, tell- 
ing him other anecdotes as they went — anecdotes of 
the occasional bonhomie of Leo XIII, who would stop 
to chat with the gardeners, and question them about 
the health of the trees and the sale of the oranges. 
And he also mentioned the Pope’s former passion for 
a pair of gazelles, sent him from Africa, two graceful 
creatures which he had been fond of caressing, and at 
whose death he had shed tears. But Pierre no longer 
listened. When they found themselves on the Piazza 
of St. Peter’s, he turned round and gazed at the Vati- 
can once more. 

His eyes had fallen on the gate of bronze, and he 
remembered having wondered that morning what there 
might be behind these metal panels ornamented with 
big nails. And he did not yet dare to answer the 
question, and decide if the new nations thirsting for 
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fraternity and justice would really find there the 
religion necessary for the democracies of to-morrow; 
for he had not been able to probe things, and only 
carried a first impression away with him. But how 
keen it was, and how ill it boded for his dreams! 
A gate of bronze ! Yes, a hard, impregnable gate, so 
completely shutting the Vatican off from the rest of 
the world that nothing new had entered the palace 
for three hundred years. Behind that portal the old 
centuries, as far as the sixteenth, remained immutable. 
Time seemed to have stayed its course there for ever; 
nothing more stirred; the very costumes of the Swiss 
Guards, the Koble Guards, and the prelates themselves 
were unchanged ; and you found yourself in the world 
of three hundred years ago, with its etiquette, its cos- 
tumes, and its ideas. That the popes in a spirit of 
haughty protest should for five and twenty years have 
voluntarily shut themselves up in their palace was 
already regrettable; but this imprisonment of centuries 
within the past, within the grooves of tradition, was 
far more serious and dangerous. It was all Catholi- 
cism which was thus imprisoned, whose dogmas and 
sacerdotal organisation were obstinately immobilised. 
Perhaps, in spite of its apparent flexibility, Catholi- 
cism was really unable to yield in anything, under 
peril of being swept away, and therein lay both its 
weakness and its strength. And then what a terrible 
world was there, how great the pride and ambition, 
how numerous the hatreds and rivalries ! And how 
strange the prison, how singular the company assem- 
bled behind the bars — the Crucified by the side of 
Jupiter Capitolinus, all pagan antiquity fraternising 
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with the Apostles, all the splendours of the Kenas- 
cence surrounding the pastor of the Grospel who reigns 
in the name of the humble and the poor ! 

The sun was sinking, the gentle, luscious sweetness 
of the Eoman evenings was falling from the limpid 
heavens, and after that splendid day spent with 
Michael Angelo, Eaffaelle, the ancients, and the 
Pope, in the finest palace of the world, the young 
priest lingered, distracted, on the Piazza of St. 
Peter^s. 

^^Well, you must excuse me, my dear Abbe,^^ con- 
cluded Narcisse. ^^But I will now confess to you that 
I suspect my worthy cousin of a fear that he might 
compromise himself by meddling in your affair. I 
shall certainly see him again, hut you will do well 
not to put too much reliance on him.” 

It was nearly six o^clock when Pierre got back to 
the Boccanera mansion. As a rule, he passed in all 
modesty down the lane, and entered by the little side 
door, a key of which had been given him. But he had 
that morning received a letter from M. de la Choue, 
and desired to communicate it to Benedetta. So he 
ascended the grand staircase, and on reaching the ante- 
room was surprised to find nobody there. As a rule, 
whenever the man-servant went out Victorine installed 
herself in his place and busied herself with some 
needlework. Her chair was there, and Pierre even 
noticed some linen which she had left on a little 
table when probably summoned elsewhere. Then, 
as the door of the first reception-room was ajar, he at 
last ventured in. It was almost night there already, 
the twilight was softly dying away, and all at once 
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the young priest stopped short, fearing to take another 
step, for, from the room beyond, the large yellow 
salon, there came a murmur of feverish, distracted 
words, ardent entreaties, fierce panting, a rustling and 
a shuffling of footsteps. And suddenly Pierre no 
longer hesitated, urged on despite himself by the 
conviction that the sounds he heard were those of a 
struggle, and that some one was hard pressed. 

And when he darted into the further room he was 
stupefied, for Dario was there, no longer showing the 
degenerate elegance of the last scion of an exhausted 
race, but maddened by the hot, frantic blood of the 
Boccaneras which had bubbled up vrithin him. He 
had clasped Benedetta by the shoulders in a frenzy of 
passion and was scorching her face with his hot, en- 
treating words: “But since you say, my darling, that 
it is all over, that your marriage will never be dis- 
solved — oh I why should we be wretched for ever! 
Love me as you do love me, and let me love you — let 
me love you! ” 

But the Contessina, with an indescribable expres- 
sion of tenderness and suffering on her tearful face, 
repulsed him with her outstretched arms, she likewise 
evincing a fierce energy as she repeated: “Ho, noj 
I love you, but it must not, it must not be.” 

At that moment, amidst the roar of his despair, 
Dario became conscious that some one was entering 
the room. He turned and gazed at Pierre with an 
expression of stupefied insanity, scarce able even to 
recognise him. Then he carried his two hands to 
his face, to his bloodshot eyes and his cheeks wet 
with scalding tears, and fled, heaving a terrible, pain- 
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fraught sigh in which, baffled passion mingled with 
grief and repentance. 

Benedetta seated herself, breathing hard, her 
strength and courage wellnigh exhausted. But as 
Pierre, too much embarrassed to speak, turned 
towards the door, she addressed him in a calmer 
voice: “No, no, Monsieur PAbbe, do not go away 
— sit down, I pray you; I should like to speak to 
you for a moment.’’ 

He thereupon thought it his duty to account for his 
sudden entrance, and explained that he had found the 
door of the first salon ajar, and that Victorine was 
not in the ante-room, though he had seen her work 
lying on the table there. 

“Yes,” exclaimed the Contessina, “Victorine ought 
to have been there; I saw her there but a short time 
ago. 'And when my poor Dario lost his head I called 
her. Why did she not come?” Then, with sudden 
expansion, leaning towards Pierre, she continued: 
“Listen, Monsieur I’Abbe, I will tell you what 
happened, for I don’t want you to form too bad an 
opinion of my poor Dario. It was all in some measure 
my fault. Last night he a§ked me for an appointment 
here in order that we might have a quiet chat, and as 
I knew that my aunt would be absent at this time to- 
day I told him to come. It was only natural — wasn’t 
it ? — that we should want to see one another and come 
to an agreement after the grievous news that my mar- 
riage will probably never be annulled. We suffer too 
much, and must form a decision. And so when he 
came this evening we began to weep and embrace, 
mingling our tears together. I kissed him again and 
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again, telling him how I adored him, how bitterly 
grieved I was at being the cause of his sufferings, and 
how surely I should die of grief at seeing him so 
unhappy. Ah! no doubt I did wrong; I ought not 
to have caught him to my heart and embraced him as 
I did, for it maddened him, Monsieur I’Abbe; he lost 
his head, and would have made me break my vow to 
the Blessed Virgin.” 

She spoke these words in all tranquillity and sim- 
plicity, without sign of embarrassment, like a young 
and beautiful woman who is at once sensible and prac- 
tical. Then she resumed: ‘^Oh! I know my poor 
Dario well, but it does not prevent me from loving 
him ; perhaps, indeed, it only makes me love him the 
more. He looks delicate, perhaps rather sickly, but 
in truth he is a man of passion. Yes, the old blood 
of my people bubbles up in him. I know something 
of it myself, for when I was a child I sometimes had 
fits of angry passion which left me exhausted on the 
floor, and even now, when the gusts arise within me, 
I have to fight against myself and torture myself in 
order that I may not act madly. But my poor Dario 
does not know how to suffer. He is like a child 
whose fancies must be gratified. And yet at bottom 
he has a good deal of common sense ; he waits for me 
because he knows that the only real happiness lies 
with the woman who adores him.” 

As Pierre listened he was able to form a more pre- 
cise idea of the young prince, of whose character he 
had hitherto had but a vague perception. Whilst 
dying of love for his cousin, Dario had ever been a 
man of pleasure. Though he was no doubt very ami- 
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able^ tbe basis of bis temperament was none the less 
egotism. And, in particular, he was unable to endure 
suffering; he loathed suffering, ugliness, and poverty, 
whether they affected himself or others. Both his 
flesh and his soul required gaiety, brilliancy, show, 
life in the full ^ sunlight. And withal he was ex- 
hausted, with no strength left him but for the idle 
life he led, so incapable of thought and will that the 
idea of joining the new regime had not even occurred 
to him. Yet he had all the unbounded pride of a 
Eoman; sagacity — a keen, practical perception of 
the real — was mingled with his indolence; while his 
inveterate love of woman, more frequently displayed 
in charm of manner, burst forth at times in attacks 
of frantic sensuality. 

After all he is a man,^^ concluded Benedetta in a 
low voice, ^^and I must not ask impossibilities of 
him.’^ Then, as Pierre gazed at her, his notions of 
Italian jealousy quite upset, she exclaimed, aglow 
with passionate adoration: ^^hTo, no. Situated as we 
are, I am not jealous. I know very well that he will 
always return to me, and that he will be mine alone 
whenever I please, whenever it may be possible. 

Silence followed; shadows were filling the room, 
the gilding of the large pier tables faded away, and 
infinite melancholy fell from the lofty, dim ceiling 
and the old hangings, yellow like autumn leaves. 
But soon, by some chance play of the waning light, 
a painting stood out above the sofa on which the 
Contessina was seated. It was the portrait of the 
beautiful young girl with the turban — Cassia Boc- 
canera the forerunner, the amorosa and avengeress. 
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Again was Pierre struck by the portrait's resemblance 
to Benedetta, and, thinking aloud, he resumed : “ Pas- 
sion always proves the stronger 5 there invariably 
comes a moment when one succumbs — ” 

But Benedetta violently interrupted him: I! 

Ah ! you do not know me ; I would rather die 1 ” And 
with extraordinary exaltation, all aglow with love, as 
if her superstitious faith had fired her passion to 
ecstasy, she continued: “I have vowed to the 
Madonna that I will belong to none but the man I 
love, and to him only when he is my husband. And 
hitherto I have kept that vow, at the cost of my hap- 
piness, and I will keep it still, even if it cost me my 
life ! Yes, we will die, my poor Dario and I, if it 'be 
necessary; but the holy Virgin has my vow, and the 
angels shall not weep in heaven! 

She was all in those words, her nature all sim- 
plicity, intricate, inexplicable though it might seem. 
She was doubtless swayed by that idea of human 
nobility which Christianity has set in renunciation 
and purity; a protest, as it were, against eternal 
matter, against the forces of Nature, the everlasting 
fruitfulness of life. But there was more than this; 
she reserved herself, like a divine and priceless gift, 
to be bestowed on the one being whom her heart had 
chosen, he who would be her lord and master when 
God should have united them in marriage. Por her 
everything lay in the blessing of the priest, in the 
religious solemnisation of matrimony. And thus one 
understood her long resistance to Prada, whom she 
did not love, and her despairing, grievous resistance 
to Dario, whom she did love, but who was not her 
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Imsband. And how torturing it was for that sonl of 
fire to have to resist her love ; how continual was the 
combat waged by duty in the Virgin’s name against 
the wildj passionate blood of her race! Ignorant, 
indolent though she might be, she was capable of 
great fidelity of heart, and, moreover, she was not 
given to dreaming: love might have its immaterial 
charms, but she desired it complete. 

As Pierre looked at her in the dying twilight he 
seemed to see and understand her for the first time. 
The duality of her nature appeared in her somewhat 
full, fleshy lips, in her big black eyes, which sug- 
gested a dark, tempestuous night illumined by flashes 
of lightning, and in the calm, sensible expression of 
the rest of her gentle, infantile face. And, withal, 
behind those eyes of flame, beneath that pure, candid 
skin, one divined the internal tension of a supersti- 
tious, proud, and self-willed woman, who was obsti- 
nately intent on reserving herself for her one love. 
And Pierre could well understand that she should be 
adored, that she should fill the life of the man she 
chose with passion, and that to his own eyes she 
should appear like the younger sister of that lovely, 
tragic Cassia who, unwilling to survive the blow that 
had rendered self -bestowal impossible, had flung her- 
self into the Tiber, dragging her brother Ercole and 
the corpse of her lover Plavio with her. 

However, with a gesture of kindly affection Bene- 
detta caught hold of Pierre’s hands. “You have been 
here a fortnight, Monsieur PAbbe,” said she, “and I 
have come to like you very much, for I feel you to 
be a friend. If at first you do not understand us, at 
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least pray do not judge us too severely. Ignorant as I 
may be, I always strive to act for the best, I assure you. ” 
Pierre was greatly touched by her affectionate gra- 
ciousness, and thanked her whilst for a moment 
retaining her beautiful hands in his own, for he also 
was becoming much attached to her. A fresh dream 
was carrying him off, that of educating her, should 
he have the time, or, at all events, of not returning 
home before winning her soul over to his own ideas 
of future charity and fraternity? Did not that ador- 
able, unoccupied, indolent, ignorant creature, who 
only knew how to defend her love, personify the Italy 
of yesterday? The Italy of yesterday, so lovely and 
so sleepy, instinct with a dying grace, charming one 
even in her drowsiness, and retaining so much mystery 
in the fathomless depths of her black, passionate eyes ! 
And what a rdle would be that of awakening her, 
instructing her, winning her over to truth, making 
her the rejuvenated Italy of to-morrow such as he 
had dreamt of ! Even in that disastrous marriage 
with Count Prada he tried to see merely a first at- 
tempt at revival which had failed, the modern Italy 
of the ISTorth being over-hasty, too brutal in its eager- 
ness to love and transform that gentle, belated Rome 
which was yet so superb and indolent. But might he 
not take up the task? Had he not noticed that his 
book, after the astonishment of the first perusal, had 
remained a source of interest and reflection with Bene- 
detta amidst the emptiness of her days given over to 
grief ? What! was it really possible that she might 
find some appeasement for her own wretchedness by 
interesting herself in the humble, in the happiness of 
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the poor? Emotion already thrilled her at the idea^ 
and he, quivering at the thought of all the boundless 
love that was within her and that she might bestow, 
vowed to himself that he would draw tears of pity 
from her eyes. 

But the night had now almost completely fallen, 
and Benedetta rose to ask for a lamp. Then, as Pierre 
was about to take leave, she detained him for another 
moment in the gloom. He could no longer see herj 
he only heard her gr&ve voice : You will not go away 
with too bad an opinion of us, will you, Monsieur 
PAbbe? We love one another, Dario and I, and that 
is no sin when one behaves as one ought. Ah! yes, 
I love him, and have loved him for years. I was 
barely thirteen, he was eighteen, and we already 
loved one another wildly in those big gardens of the 
Villa Montefiori which are now all broken up. Ah! 
what days we spent there, whole afternoons among 
the trees, hours in secret hiding-places, where we 
kissed like little angels. When the oranges ripened 
their perfume intoxicated us. And the large box- 
plants, ah, Dio! how they enveloped us, how their 
strong, acrid scent made our hearts beat! I can 
never smell them nowadays without feeling faint! ” 

A man-servant brought in the lamp, and Pierre 
ascended to his room. But when half-way up the 
little staircase he perceived Victorine, who started 
slightly, as if she had posted herself there to watch 
his departure from the salon. And now, as she fol- 
lowed him up, talking and seeking for information, 
he suddenly realised what had happened. ^^Why did 
you not go to your mistress instead of running off, he 
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asked^ “ when she called you, while you were sewing 
in the ante-room ? 

At first she tried to feign astonishment and reply 
that she had heard nothing. But her good-natured, 
frank face did not know how to lie, and she ended by 
confessing, with a gay, courageous air. Well/^ she 
said, ^4t surely wasn^t for me to interfere between 
lovers I Besides, my poor little Benedetta is simply 
torturing herself to death with those ideas of hers. 
Why shouldn’t they be happy, since they love one 
another? Life isn’t so amusing as some may think. 
And how bitterly one regrets not having seized hold 
of happiness when the time for it has gone ! ” 

Once alone in his room, Pierre suddenly staggered, 
quite overcome. The great box-plants, the great 
box-plants with their acrid, perturbing perfume! 
She, Benedetta, like himself, had quivered as she 
smelt them ; and he saw them once more in a vision 
of the pontifical gardens, the voluptuous gardens of 
Borne, deserted, glowing under the August sun. And 
now his whole day crystallised, assumed clear and full 
significance- It spoke to him of the fruitful awaken- 
ing, of the eternal protest of ISTature and life, Venus 
and Hercules, whom one may bury for centuries be- 
neath the soil, but who, nevertheless, one day arise 
from it, and though one may seek to wall them up 
within the domineering, stubborn, immutable Vatican, 
reign yet even there, and rule the whole, wide world 
with sovereign power! 
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On the following day as Pierre, after a long ramble, 
once more found himself in front of the Vatican, 
whither a harassing attraction ever led him, he again, 
encountea^ed Monsignor hTani. It was a Wednesday 
erening, and the Assessor of the Holy Office had jnst 
come from his weekly audience with the Pope, whom 
he had acquainted with the proceedings of the Con- 
gregation at its meeting that morning. “What a 
fortunate chance, my dear sir,’^ said he; “I was 
thinking of you. Would you like to see his Holi- 
ness in public while you are waiting for a priyate 
audience? 

hTani had put on his pleasant expression of smiling 
civility, beneath which one would barely detect the 
faiut irony of a superior man who knew everything, 
prepared everything, and could do everything. 

“ Why, yes, Monsignor, Pierre replied, somewhat 
astonished by the abruptness of the offer. “Any- 
thing of a nature to divert one’s mind is welcome 
when one loses one’s time in waiting.” 

“No, no, you are not losing your time,” replied the 
prelate. “ You are looking round you, reflecting, and 
enlightening yourself. Well, this is the point. You 
are doubtless aware that the great international pil- 
grimage of the Peter’s Pence Fund ' will arrive in 
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Eome on Eriday, and be received on Saturday by bis 
Holiness. On Sunday, moreover, tbe Holy Father 
will celebrate mass at tbe Basilica. Well, I bave a 
few cards left, and bere are some very good places for 
both ceremonies. So saying be produced an elegant 
little pocketbook bearing a gilt monogram and banded 
Pierre two cards, one green and tbe other pink. If 
you only knew bow people dgbt for them, be resumed. 

You remember that I told you of two French ladies 
who are consumed by a desire to see bis Holiness. 
Well, I did not like to support their request for an 
audience in too pressing a way, and they bave bad to 
content themselves with cards like these. Tbe fact 
is, tbe Holy Father is somewhat fatigued at tbe pres- 
ent time. I found him looking yellow and feverish 
just now. But be has so much courage; be nowa- 
days only lives by force of soul.^^ Then Hani^s smile 
came back with its almost imperceptible touch of deri- 
sion as he resumed : Impatient ones ought to find a 
great example in him, my dear son. I beard that 
Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo bad been unable to help 
you. But you must not be too much distressed on that 
account. This long delay is assuredly a grace of 
Providence in order that you may instruct yourself 
and come to understand certain things which you 
French priests do not, unfortunately, realise when 
you arrive in Pome. And perhaps it will prevent 
you from making certain mistakes. Come, calm 
yourself, and remember that tbe course of events^ is 
in tbe bands of God, who, in His sovereign wisdom, 
fixes tbe hour for all things.’^ 

Thereupon Hani offered Pierre bis plump^ supple, 
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shapely hand, a hand soft like a woman’s hut with 
the grasp of a vice. And afterwards he climbed into 
his carriage, which was waiting for him. 

It so happened that the letter which Pierre had re- 
ceived from Viscount Philibert de la Choue was a long 
cry of spite and despair in connection with the great 
international pilgrimage of the Peter’s Pence Fund. 
The Viscount wrote from his bed, to which he was 
confined by a very severe attack of gout, and his grief 
at being unable to come to Pome was the greater as 
the President of the Committee, who would naturally 
present the pilgrims to the Pope, happened to be 
Baron de Pouras, one of his most bitter adversaries 
of the old conservative, Catholic party. M. de la 
Choue felt certain that the Baron would profit by his 
opportunity to win the Pope over to the theory of free 
corporations,* whereas he, the Viscount, believed that 
the salvation of Catholicism and the world could only 
be worked by a system in which the corporations 
should be closed and obligatory. And so he urged 
Pierre to exert himself with such cardinals as were 
favourable, to secure an audience with the Holy Father 
whatever the obstacles, and to remain in Eome until he 
should have secured the Pontiff’s approbation, which 
alone could decide the victory. The letter further 
mentioned that the pilgrimage would be made up of 
a number of groups headed by bishops and other 
ecclesiastical dignitaries, and would comprise three 
thousand people from France, Belgium, Spain, Aus- 
tria, and even Germany. Two thousand of these 
would eome from France alone. An international 
committee had assembled in Paris to organise every- 
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thing and select the pilgrims, which last had proved 
a delicate task, as a representative gathering had been 
desired, a commingling of members of the aristocracy, 
sisterhood of middle-class ladies, and associations of 
the working classes, among whom all social differ- 
ences would be forgotten in the union of a common 
faith. And the Viscount added that the pilgrimage 
would bring the Pope a large sum of money, and had 
settled the date of its arrival in the Eternal City in 
such wise that it would figure as a solemn protest of 
the Catholic world against the festivities of Sep- 
tember 20, by which the Quirinal had just celebrated 
the anniversary of the occupation of Pome. 

The reception of the pilgrimage being fixed for 
noon, Pierre in all simplicity thought that he would 
be sufficiently early if he reached St. Peter’s at eleven. 
The function was to take place in the Hall of Beati- 
fications, which is a large and handsome apartment 
over the portico, and has been arranged as a chapel 
since 1890. One of its windows opens on to the cen- 
tral balcony, whence the popes formerly blessed the 
people, the city, and the world. To reach the apart- 
ment you pass through two other halls of audience, 
the Sala Eegia and Sala Ducale, and when Pierre 
wished to gain the place to which his green card 
entitled him he found both those rooms so extremely 
crowded that he could only elbow his way forward 
with the greatest difficulty. Eor an hour already the 
three or four thousand people assembled there had 
been stifling, full of growing emotion and feverish- 
ness. At last the young priest managed to reach the 
threshold of the third hall, but was so discouraged at 
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sigM of tte extraordinary mnltitnde of heads before 
him that he did not attempt to go any further. 

The apartment, which he could survey at a glance 
by rising on tip-toe, appeared to him to be very rich 
of aspect, with walls gilded and painted under a severe 
and lofty ceiling. On a low platform, where the altar 
usually stood, facing the entry, the pontifical throne 
had now been set: a large arm-chair upholstered in 
red velvet with glittering golden hack and arms; 
whilst the hangings of the baldacchino, also of red 
velvet, fell behind and spread out on either side like 
a pair of huge purple wings. However, what more 
particularly interested Pierre was the wildly pas- 
sionate concourse of people whose hearts he could 
almost hear beating and whose eyes sought to beguile 
their feverish impatience by contemplating and ador- 
ing the empty throne. As if it had been some golden 
monstrance which the Divinity in person would soon 
deign to occupy, that throne dazzled them, disturbed 
them, filled them all with devout rapture. Among 
the throng were workmen rigged out in their Sun- 
day best, with clear childish eyes and rough ecstatic 
faces ; ladies of the upper classes wearing black, as 
the regulations required, and looking intensely pale 
from the sacred awe which mingled with their exces- 
sive desire; and gentlemen in evening dress, who 
appeared quite glorious, inflated with the conviction 
that they were saving both the Chnrch and the 
nations. One cluster of dress-coats assembled near the 
throne, was particularly noticeable; it comprised 
the members of the International Committee, headed 
by Baron de Pouras, a very tall, stout, fair man of 
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fifty, wlao bestirred and exerted himself and issued 
orders like some commander on the morning of a 
decisive victory. Then, amidst the general mass of 
grey, neutral hue, there gleamed the violet silk of 
some bishop ^s cassock, for each pastor had desired 
to remain with his flock; whilst members of various 
religious orders, superiors in brown, black, and white 
habits, rose up above all others with lofty bearded or 
shaven heads. Bight and left drooped banners which 
associations and congregations had brought to present 
to the Pope. And the sea of pilgrims ever waved and 
surged with a growing clamour: so much impatient 
love being exhaled by those perspiring faces, burning 
eyes, and hungry mouths that the atmosphere, reeking 
with the odour of the throng, seemed thickened and 
darkened. 

All at once, however, Pierre perceived Monsignor 
hlani standing near the throne and beckoning him to 
approach; and although the young priest replied by 
a modest gesture, implying that he preferred to 
remain where he was, the prelate insisted and even 
sent an usher to make way for him. Directly the 
usher had led him forward, hTani inquired: “Why 
did you not come to take your place ? Your card 
entitled you to be here, on the left of the throne. 

“The truth is,” answered the priest, “I did not like 
to disturb so many people. Besides, this is an undue 
honour for me.” 

“No, no; I gave you that place in order that you 
should occupy it. I want you to be in the first rank, 
so that you may see everything of the ceremony.” 

Pierre could not do otherwise than thank him. 
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Tlien, OB. looking round, lie sa^v" that several cardinals 
and many other prelates were likewise waiting on 
either side of the throne. But it was in vain that he 
sought Cardinal Boceanera, who only came to St. 
Peter’s and the Vatican on the days when his func- 
tions required his presence there. However, he recog- 
nised Cardinal Sanguinetti, who, broad and sturdy 
and red of face, was talking in a loud voice to Baron 
de Fouras. And hTanx, with his obliging air, stepped 
up again to point out two other Eminences who were 
high and mighty personages — the Cardinal Vicar, a 
short, fat man, with a feverish countenance scorched 
by ambition, and the Cardinal Secretary, who was 
robust and bony, fashioned as with a hatchet, sug- 
gesting a romantic type of Sicilian bandit, who, to 
other courses, had preferred the discreet, smiling 
diplomacy of the Church. A few steps further on, 
and quite alone, the Grand Penitentiary, silent and 
seemingly suffering, showed his grey, lean, ascetic 
profile. 

FToon had struck. There was a false alert, a burst 
of emotion, which swept in like a wave from the 
other halls. But it was merely the ushers opening 
a passage for the cortege. Then, all at once, acclama- 
tions arose in the first hall, gathered volume, and 
drew nearer. This time it was the cortege itself. 
First came a detachment of the Swiss Guard in undress, 
headed by a sergeant; then a party of chair-bearers 
in red; and next the domestic prelates, including the 
four Gamerieri segreti partecipanti. And finally, be- 
tween two rows of ISfoble Guards, in semi-gala uni- 
forms, walked the Holy Father, alone, smiling a pale 
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smile, and slowly blessing the pilgrims on either band. 
In bis wake tbe clamour wbicb bad risen in tbe other 
apartments swept into tbe Hall of Beatifications with 
tbe violence of delirious love; and, under bis slender, 
white, benedictive band, all those distracted creatures 
fell upon both knees, nought remaining but tbe pros- 
tration of a devout multitude, overwhelmed, as it 
were, by tbe apparition of its god. 

Quivering, carried away, Pierre bad knelt like tbe 
others. Ah! that omnipotence, that irresistible con- 
tagion of faith, of tbe redoubtable current from tbe 
spheres beyond, increased tenfold by a scenario and a 
pomp of sovereign grandeur! Profound silence fell 
when Leo XIII was seated on tbe throne surrounded 
by tbe cardinals and bis court; and then tbe ceremony 
proceeded according to rite and usage. Pirst a bishop 
spoke, kneeling and laying tbe homage of tbe faithful 
of all Christendom at bis Holiness’s feet. Tbe Presi- 
dent of tbe Committee, Baron de Pouras, followed, 
remaining erect whilst be read a long address -in 
wbicb be introduced tbe pilgrimage and explained its 
motive, investing it with all tbe gravity of a political 
and religious protest. This stout man bad a shrill 
and piercing voice, and bis words jarred like tbe 
grating of a gimlet as be proclaimed tbe grief of tbe 
Catholic world at tbe spoliation which tbe Holy See 
bad endured for a quarter of a century, and tbe desire 
of all tbe nations tberq represented by tbe pilgrims 
to console tbe supreme and venerated Head of tbe 
Church by bringing him tbe offerings of rich and poor, 
even to tbe mites of tbe humblest, in order that tbe 
Papacy might retain the pride of independence and 
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be able to treat its enemies with contemjjt. And he 
also spoke of France, deplored her errors, predicted 
her return to healthy traditions, and gave it to be 
understood that she remained in spite of everything 
the most opulent and generous of the Christian 
nations, the donor whose gold and presents flowed 
into Rome in a never ending stream. At last Leo 
XIII arose to reply to the bishop and the baron. 
His voice was full, with a strong nasal twang, and 
surprised one coming from a man so slight of build. 
In a few sentences he expressed his gratitude, saying 
how touched he was by the devotion of the nations 
to the Holy See. Although the times might be bad, 
the final triumph could not be delayed much longer. 
There were evident signs that mankind was returning 
to faith, and that iniquity would soon cease under the 
universal dominion of the Christ. As for France, was 
she not the eldest daughter of the Church, and had 
she not given too many proofs of her affection for the 
Holy See for the latter ever to cease loving her ? 
Then, raising his arm, he bestowed on all the pil- 
grims present, on the societies and enterprises they 
represented, on their families and friends, on France, 
on all the nations of the Catholic world, his apostolic 
benediction, in gratitude for the precious help which 
they sent him. And whilst he was again seating 
himself applause burst forth, frantic salvoes of 
applause lasting for ten minutes and mingling with 
vivats and inarticulate cries — a passionate, tempestu- 
ous outburst, which made the very building shake. 

Amidst this blast of frantic adoration Pierre gazed 
at Leo XIII, now again motionless on his throne. 
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Witli the papal cap on his head and the red cape 
edged with ermine about his shoulders^ he retained 
in his long white cassock the rigid, sacerdotal atti- 
tude of an idol venerated by two hundred and fifty 
millions of Christians. Against the purple back- 
ground of the hangings of the baldacchinoy between 
the wing-like drapery on either side, enclosing, as it 
were, a brasier of glory, he assumed real majesty of 
aspect. He was no longer the feeble old man with 
the slow, jerky walk and the slender, scraggy neck of 
a poor ailing bird. The simious ugliness of his face, 
the largeness of his nose, the long slit of his mouth, 
the hugeness of his ears, the conflicting jumble of his 
withered features disappeared. In that waxen coun- 
tenance you only distinguished the admirable, dark, 
deep eyes, beaming with eternal youth, with extraordi- 
nary intelligence and penetration. And then there 
was a resolute bracing of his entire person, a con- 
sciousness of the eternity which he represented, a 
regal nobility, born of the very circumstance that he 
was now but a mere breath, a soul set in so pellucid 
a body of ivory that it became visible as though it 
were already freed from the bonds of earth. And 
Pierre realised what such a man — the Sovereign 
Pontiff, the king obeyed by two hundred and fifty 
millions of subjects — ^must be for the devout and 
dolent creatures who came to adore him from so far, 
and who fell at his feet awestruck by the splendour 
of the powers incarnate in him. Behind him, amidst 
the purple of the hangings, what a gleam was sud- 
denly afforded of the spheres beyond, what an Infinite 
of ideality and blinding glory! So many centuries of 
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history from the Apostle Peter downwardj so much 
strength and genius, so many struggles and triumphs 
to be summed up in one being, the Elect, the Unique, 
the Superhuman! And what a miracle, incessantly 
renewed, was that of Heayen deigning to descend into 
human flesh, of the Deity fixing His abode in His 
chosen seryant, whom He consecrated aboye and 
beyond all others, endowing him with all power and 
all science! What sacred perturbation, what emotion 
fraught with distracted loye might one not feel at the 
thought of the Deity being eyer there in the depths 
of that man’s eyes, speaking with his yoice and ema- 
nating from his hand each time that he raised it to 
bless! Could one imagine the exorbitant absolute- 
ness of that soyereign who was infallible, who disposed 
of the totality of authority in this world and of salya- 
tion in the next! At all events, how well one under- 
stood that souls consumed by a craving for faith should 
fly towards him, that those who at last found the 
certainty they had so ardently sought should seek 
annihilation in him, the consolation of self -bestowal 
and disappearance within the Deity Himself. 

Meantime, the ceremony was drawing to an end; 
Baron de Fouras was now presenting the members of 
the committee and a few other persons of importance. 
There was a slow procession with trembling genu- 
flections and much greedy kissing of the papal ring and 
slipper. Then the banners were offered, and Pierre 
felt a pang on seeing that the finest and richest of 
them was one of Lourdes, an offering no doubt from 
the Fathers of the Immaculate Conception. On one 
side of the white, gold-bordered silk Our Lady of 
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Lourdes was painted, while on the other appeared a 
portrait of Leo XIII. Pierre saw the Pope smile at 
the presentment of himself, and was greatly grieved 
thereat, as though, indeed, his whole dream of an 
intellectual, evangelical Pope, disentangled from all 
low superstition, were crumbling away. And just 
then his eyes met those of Xani, who from the outset 
had been watching him with the inquisitive air of a 
man who is making an experiment. 

“ That banner is superb, isnH it ? said Xani, draw- 
ing near. ‘^How it must please his Holiness to be so 
nicely painted in company with so pretty a virgin.” 
And as the young priest, turning pale, did not reply, 
the prelate added, with an air of devout enjoyment : 

We are very fond of Lourdes in Pome j that story of 
Bernadette is so delightful.” 

However, the scene which followed was so extraordi- 
nary that for a long time Pierre remained overcome 
by it. He had beheld never-to-be-forgotten idolatry 
at Lourdes, incidents of naive faith and frantic relig- 
ious passion which yet made him quiver with alarm 
and grief. But the crowds rushing on the grotto, the 
sick dying of divine love before the Virgin^ s statue, 
the multitudes delirious with the contagion of the 
miraculous — nothing of all that gave an idea of the 
,}3last of madness which suddenly inflamed the pil- 
grims at the feet of the Pope. Some bishops, superi- 
ors of religious orders, and other delegates of various 
kinds had stepped forward to deposit near the throne 
the offerings which they brought from the whole 
Catholic world, the universal ^‘collection” of St. 
Peter ^s Pence. It was the voluntary tribute of the 
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nations to their sovereign: silver, gold, and bank 
notes in purses, bags, and cases. Ladies came and 
fell on their knees to offer silk and velvet alms-bags 
which they themselves had embroidered. Others had 
caused the note cases which they tendered to be 
adorned with the monogram of Leo XIII in dia- 
monds. . And at one moment the enthusiasm became 
so intense that several women stripped themselves of 
their adornments, flung their own purses on to the 
platform, and emptied their pockets even to the very 
coppers they had about them. One lady, tall and 
slender, very beautiful and very dark, wrenched her 
watch from about her neck, pulled off her rings, and 
threw everything upon the carpet. Had it been 
possible, they would have torn away their flesh to 
pluck out their love-burnt hearts and fling them like- 
wise to the demi-god. They would even have flung 
themselves, have given themselves without reserve. 
It was a rain of presents, an explosion of the passion 
which impels one to strip oneself for the object of 
one's cult, happy at having nothing of one's own that 
shall not belong to him. And meantime the clamour 
grew, vivats and shrill cries of adoration arose amidst 
pushing and jostling of increased violence, one and 
all yielding to the irresistible desire to kiss the idol! 

But a signal was given, and Leo XIII made haste 
to quit the throne and take his place in the cortege in 
order to return to his apartments. The Swiss G-uards 
energetically thrust back the throng, seeking to open 
a way through the three halls. But at sight of his 
Holiness’s departure a lamentation of despair arose 
and spread, as if heaven had suddenly closed again 
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and slint out those who had not yet been able to 
approach. What a frightful disappointment — to 
have beheld the living manifestation of the Deity 
and to see it disappear before gaining salvation by 
just touching it! So terrible became the scramble, 
so extraordinary the confusion, that the Swiss Guards 
were swept away. And ladies were seen to dart after 
the Pope, to drag themselves on all fours over the 
marble slabs and kiss his footprints and lap up 
the dust of his steps ! The tall dark lady suddenly 
fell at the edge of the platform, raised a loud shriek, 
and fainted ; and two gentlemen of the committee had 
to hold her so that she might not do herself an injury 
in the convulsions of the hysterical fit which had come 
upon her. Another, a plump blonde^ was wildly, des- 
perately kissing one of the golden arms of the throne- 
chair, on which the old man^s poor, bony elbow had 
just rested. And others, on seeing her, came to dis- 
pute possession, seized both arms, gilding and velvet, 
and pressed their mouths to wood- work or upholstery, 
their bodies meanwhile shaking with their sobs. 
Porce had to be employed in order to drag them away. 

When it was all over Pierre went off, emerging as 
it were from a painful dream, sick at heart, and with 
his mind revolting. And again he encountered ISTani’s 
glance, which never left him. “ It was a superb cere- 
mony, was it not?^’ said the prelate. “It consoles 
one for many iniquities.” 

“Yes, no doubt; but what idolatry! the young 
priest murmured despite himself, 

ITani, however, merely smiled, as if he had not 
heard the last word. At that same moment the two 

VOL. 1. — 22 



338 HOME 

French, ladies whom he had provided with tickets 
came up to thank him, and Pierre was surprised to 
recognise the mother and daughter whom he had met 
at the Catacombs. Charming, bright, and healthy as 
they were, their enthusiasm was only for the spec- 
tacle: they declared that they were well pleased at 
having seen it — that it was really astonishing, unique. 

As the crowd slowly withdrew Pierre all at once 
felt a tap on his shoulder, and, on turning his head, 
perceived Karcisse Hubert, who also was very enthusi- 
astic. made signs to you, my dear Abbe,^^ said 
he, ^^but you didn’t see me. Ah! how superb was 
the expression of that dark woman who fell rigid 
beside the platform with her arms outstretched. She 
reminded me of a masterpiece of one of the primi- 
tives, Cimabue, Giotto, or Fra Angelico. And the 
others, those who devoured the chair arms with their 
kisses, what suavity, beauty, and love ! I never miss 
these ceremonies : there are always some fine scenes, 
perfect pictures, in which souls reveal themselves.” 

The long stream of pilgrims slowly descended the 
stairs, and Pierre, followed by ISTani and Harcisse, 
who had begun to chat, tried to bring the ideas which 
were tumultuously throbbing in his brain into some- 
thing like order. There was certainly grandeur and 
beanty in that Pope who had shut himself up in his 
Vatican, and who, the more he became a purely moral, 
spiritual authority, freed from all terrestrial cares, 
had grown in the adoration and awe of mankind. 
Such a flight into the ideal deeply stirred Pierre, 
whose dream of rejuvenated Christianity rested on 
the idea of the supreme Head of the Church exer- 
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cising only a purified, spiritual authority. He had 
just seen what an increase of majesty and power was 
in that way gained by the Supreme Pontiff of the 
spheres beyond, at whose feet the women fainted, and 
behind whom they beheld a vision of the Deity. But 
at the same moment the pecuniary side of the q^ues- 
tion had risen before him and spoilt his joy. If the 
enforced relinquishment of the temporal j)Ower had 
exalted the Pope by freeing him from the worries of 
a petty sovereignty which was ever threatened, the 
need of money still remained like a chain about his 
feet tying him to earth. As he could not accept the 
proffered subvention of the Italian Government, ^ there 
was certainly in the Peter’s Pence a means of placing 
the Holy See above all material cares, provided, how- 
ever, that this Peter’s Pence were really the Catholic 
sou, the mite of each believer, levied on his daily 
income and sent direct to Rome. Such a voluntary 
tribute paid by the flock to its pastor would, more- 
over, sufS.ce for the wants of the Church if each of 
the 250,000,000 of Catholics gave his or her sou every 
week. In this wise the Pope, indebted to each and 
all of his children, would be indebted to none in par- 
ticular. A sou was so little and so easy to give, and 
there was also something so touching about the idea. 
But, unhappily, things were not worked in that way ; 
the great majority of Catholics gave nothing what- 
ever, while the rich ones sent large sums from motives 
of political passion; and a particular objection was 

1 110,000/. per annum. It has never teen accepted, and the ac- 
cumulations lapse to the Government every five years, and cannot 
afterwards be recovered. — Trans. 
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tliat the gifts were centralised in the hands of certain 
bishops and religions orders, so that these became 
ostensibly the benefactors of the papacy, the indis- 
pensable cashiers from whom it drew the sinews of 
life. The lowly and humble whose mites filled the 
collection boxes were, so to say, suppressed, and the 
Pope became dependent on the intermediaries, and 
was compelled to act cautiously with them, listen to 
their remonstrances, and even at times obey their 
passions, lest the stream of gifts should suddenly dry 
up. And so, although he was disburdened of the 
dead weight of the temporal power, he was not free; 
but remained the tributary of his clergy, with inter- 
ests and appetites around him which he must needs 
satisfy. And Pierre remembered the Grotto of 
Lourdes” in the Yatican gardens, and the banner 
which he had just seen, and he knew that the 
Lourdes fathers levied 200,000 francs a year on their 
receipts to send them as a present to the Holy 
Father. Was not that the chief reason of their 
great power? He quivered, and suddenly became 
conscious that, do what he might, he would be 
defeated, and his bOok would be condemned. 

At last, as he was coming out on to the Piazza of 
St. Peter^s, he heard Karcisse asking Monsignor Hani: 
^Hndeed! Do you really think that to-day’s gifts 
exceeded that figure?” 

‘^Yes, more than three millions,^ I’m convinced of 
it,” the prelate replied. 

1 All the amounts given on this and the following pages are cal- 
culated in francs. The reader will bear in mind that a million 
francs is equivalent to 40,000?. — Trans* 
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Por a moment the three men halted under the right- 
hand colonnade and gazed at the vast, sunlit piazza 
where the pilgrims were spreading out like little black 
specks hurrying hither and thither — an ant-hill, as it 
were, in revolution. 

Three millions! The words had rung in Pierre^s 
ears. And, raising his head, he gazed at the Vatican, 
all golden in the sunlight against the expanse of blue 
sky, as if he wished to penetrate its walls and follow 
the steps of Leo XIII returning to his apartments. 
He pictured him laden with those millions, with his 
weak, slender arms pressed to his. breast, carrying 
the silver, the gold, the bank notes, and even the 
jewels which the women had flung him. And almost 
unconsciously the young priest spoke aloud : ‘‘ What 
will he do with those millions ? Where is he taking 
them ? ” 

Harcisse and even hTani could not help being amused 
by this strangely expressed curiosity. It was the 
young attacM who replied. “Why, his Holiness is 
taking them to his room ; or, at least, is having them 
carried there before him. Didn’t you see two persons 
of his suite picking up everything and filling their 
pockets? And now his Holiness has shut himself up 
quite alone; and if you could see him you would find 
him counting and recounting his treasure with cheer- 
ful care, ranging the rolls of gold in good order, 
slipping the bank notes into envelopes in equal quan- 
tities, and then putting everything away in hiding- 
places which are only known to himself.” 

While his companion was speaking Pierre again 
raised his eyes to the windows of the Pope’s apart- 
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ments, as if to follow the scene. Moreover, ISfarcisse 
gave further explanations, asserting that the money 
was put away in a certain article of furniture, standing 
against the right-hand wall in the Holy Father’s bed- 
room. Some people, he added, also spoke of a writ- 
ing table or secretaire with deep drawers; and others 
declared that the money slumbered in some big pad- 
locked trunks stored away in the depths of the alcove, 
which was very roomy. Of course, on the left side 
of the passage leading to the Archives there was a 
large room occupied by a general cashier and a monu- 
mental safe; but the funds kept there were simply 
those of the Patrimony of St. Peter, the administra- 
tive receipts of Eome ; whereas the Peter’s Pence 
money, the voluntary donations of Christendom, 
remained in the hands of Leo XIII: he alone knew 
the exact amount of that fund, and lived alone with 
its millions, which he disposed of like an absolute 
master, rendering account to none. And such was 
his prudence that he never left his room when the 
servants cleaned and set it in order. At the utmost 
he would consent to remain on the threshold of the 
adjoining apartment in order to escape the dust. And 
whenever he meant to absent himself for a few hours, 
to go down into the gardens, for instance, he double- 
locked the doors and carried the keys away with him, 
never confiding them to another. 

At this point Xarcisse paused and, turning to Kani, 
inquired: ^^Is not that so, Monsignor? These are 
things known to all Home.” 

The prelate, ever smiling and wagging his head 
without expressing either approval or disapproval, 
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had begun to study on Pierre’s face the effect of these 
curious stories. “No doubt, no doubt/’ he responded; 
“ so many things are said ! I knojv nothing myself, 
but you seem to be certain of it all. Monsieur 
Habert.” 

“Oh!” resumed the other, “I don’t accuse his 
Holiness of sordid avarice, such as is rumoured. 
Some fabulous stories are current, stories of coffers 
full of gold in which the Holy Father is said to 
plunge his hands for hours at a time ; treasures 
which he has heaped up in corners for the sole pleas- 
ure of counting them over and over again. Never- 
theless, one may well admit that his Holiness is 
somewhat fond of money for its own sake, for the 
pleasure of handling it and setting it in order when 
he happens to be alone — and after all that is a very 
excusable mania in an old man who has no other 
pastime. But I must add that he is yet fonder of 
money for the social power which it brings; the deci- 
sive help which it will give to the Holy See in the 
future, if the latter desires to triumph.” 

These words evoked the lofty figure of a wise and 
prudent Pope, conscious of modern requirements, 
inclined to utilise the powers of the century in order 
to conquer it, and for this reason venturing on busi- 
ness and speculation. As it happened, the treasure 
bequeathed by Pius IX had nearly been lost in a 
financial disaster, but ever since that time Leo XIII 
had sought to repair the breach and make the treas- 
ure whole again, in order that he might leave it to his 
successor intact and even enlarged. Economical he 
certainly was, but he saved for the needs of the 
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Churcli, whicii, as Jie knew, increased day by day; 
and money was absolutely necessary if Atheism was 
to be met and fon,ght in the sphere of the schools, 
institntions, and associations of all sorts. Without 
money, indeed, the Church would become a yassal at 
the mercy of the civil powers, the Kingdom of Italy 
and other Catholic states ; and so, although he liber- 
ally helped every enterprise which might contribute 
to the triumph, of the Faith, Leo XIII had a con- 
tempt for all expenditure without an object, and 
treated himself and others with stern closeness. 
Personally, he had no needs. At the outset of his 
pontificate he had set his small private patrimony 
apart from the rich patrimony of St. Peter, refusing 
to take aught from the latter for the purpose of 
assisting his relatives. Never had pontiff displayed 
less nepotism : his three nephews and his two nieces 
had remained poor — in fact, in great pecuniary 
embarrassment. Still he listened neither to com- 
plaints nor accusations, but remained inflexible, 
proudly resolved to bequeath the sinews of life, the 
invincible weapon money, to the popes of future 
times, and therefore vigorously defending the mill- 
ions of the Holy Bee against the desperate covetous- 
ness of one and all. 

‘^But, after all, what are the receipts and expenses 
of the Holy See?^^ inquired Pierre. 

In all haste Nani again made his amiable, evasive 
gesture. ^^Oh! I am altogether ignorant in such 
matters, he replied. ^^Ask Monsieur Habert, who 
is so well informed.” 

^^For my part,” responded the attacM, simply 
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know what is known to all the embassies here, the 
matters which are the subject of common report. 
With respect to the receipts there is, first of all, fche 
treasure left by Pius IX, some twenty millions, 
invested in various ways and formerly yielding about 
a million a year in interest. But, as I said before, a 
disaster happened, and there must then have been a 
falling ofi in the income. Still, nowadays it is 
reported that nearly all deficiencies have been made 
good. Well, besides the regular income from the 
invested money, a few hundred thousand francs are 
derived every year from chancellery dues, patents of 
nobility, and all sorts of little fees paid to the Con- 
gregations. However, as the annual expenses exceed 
seven millions, it has been necessary to find quite six 
millions every year; and certainly it is the Peter’s 
Pence Pund that has supplied, not the six millions, 
perhaps, but three or four of them, and with these 
the Holy See has speculated in the hope of doubling 
them and making both ends meet. It would take me 
too long just now to relate the whole story of these 
speculations, the first huge gains, then the catastrophe 
which almost swept everything away, and finally the 
stubborn perseverance which is gradually supplying 
all deficiencies. However, if you are anxious on the 
subject, I will one day tell you all about it.” 

Pierre had listened with deep interest. “ Six mill- 
ions — even four!” he exclaimed, “what does the 
Peter’s Pence Pund bring in, then ?” 

“Oh I I can only repeat that nobody has ever 
known the exact figures. In former times the Catho- 
lic Press published lists giving the amounts of different 
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offerings, and in this way one could frame an approxi- 
mate estimate. But the practice must have been 
considered unadvisable, for no documents nowadays 
appear, and it is absolutely impossible for people to 
form any real idea of what the Pope receives. He 
alone knows the correct amount, keeps the money, 
and disposes of it with absolute authority. Still I 
believe that in good years the offerings have amounted 
to between four and five millions. Originally France 
contributed one-half of the sum; but nowadays it 
certainly gives much less. Then come Belgium and 
Austria, England and Germany. As for Spain and 
Italy — oh! Italy — ” 

Narcisse paused and smiled at Monsignor JTani, 
who was wagging his head with the air of a man 
delighted at learning some extremely curious things 
of which he had previously had no idea. 

Oh, you may proceed, you may proceed, my dear 
son,’^ said he. 

^^Well, then, Italy scarcely distinguishes itself. If 
the Pope had to provide for his living out of the gifts 
of the Italian Catholics there would soon be a famine 
at the Vatican. Far from helping him, indeed, the 
Eoman nobility has cost him dear; for one of the 
chief causes of his pecuniary losses was his folly in 
lending money to the princes who speculated. It is 
really only from France and England that rich people, 
noblemen and so forth, have sent royal gifts to the 
imprisoned and martyred Pontiff. Among others 
there was an English nobleman who came to Eome 
every year with a large offering, the outcome of a vow 
which he had made in the hope that Heaven would 
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cure his unhappy idiot son. And, of course, I don’t 
refer to the extraordinary harvest garnered during the 
sacerdotal and the episcopal jubilees — the forty mill- 
ions which then fell at his Holiness’s feet.” 

And the expenses ? ” asked Pierre. 

“Well, as I told you, they amount to about seven 
millions. We may reckon two of them for the pen- 
sions paid to former officials of the pontifical govern- 
ment who were unwilling to take service under Italy; 
but I must add that this source of expense is dimin- 
ishing every year as people die ofi and their pensions 
become extinguished. Then, broadly speaking, we 
may put down one million for the Italian sees, 
another for the Secretariate and the hTunciatures, and 
another for the Vatican. In this last sum I include 
the expenses of the pontifical Court, the military 
establishment, the museums, and the repair of the 
palace and the Basilica. Well, we have reached five 
millions, and the two others may be set down for the 
various subsidised enterprises, the Propaganda, and 
particularly the schools, which Leo XIII, with great 
practical good sense, subsidises very handsomely, for 
he is well aware that the battle and the triumph be in 
that direction — among the children who will be men 
to-morrow, and who will then defend their mother 
the Church, provided that they have been inspired 
with horror for the abominable doctrines of the age.” 

A spell of silence ensued, and the three men slowly 
paced the majestic colonnade. The swarming crowd 
had gradually disappeared, leaving the piazza empty, 
so that only the obelisk and the twin fountains now 
arose from the burning desert of symmetrical paving ; 
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whilst on the entablature of the portieus across the 
sq^uare a noble line of motionless statues stood out in 
the bright sunlight. And Pierre, with his eyes still 
raised to the Pope's windows, again fancied that he 
could see Leo XIII amidst all the streaming gold 
that had been spoken of, his whole, white, pure fig- 
ure, his poor, waxen, transparent form steeped amidst 
those millions which he hid and counted and ex- 
pended for the glory of God alone. And so,” mur- 
mured the young priest, ^^he has no anxiety, he is not 
in any pecuniary embarrassment.” 

Pecuniary embarrassment ! ” exclaimed Monsignor 
Nani, his patience so sorely tried by the remark that 
he could no longer retain his diplomatic reserve. 
^^Oh! my dear son! Why, when Cardinal Mocenni, 
the treasurer, goes to his Holiness every month, his 
Holiness always gives him the sum he asks for ; he 
would give it, and be able to give it, however large it 
might be ! His Holiness has certainly had the wis- 
dom to effect great economies; the Treasure of St. 
Peter is larger than ever. Pecuniary embarrassment, 
indeed ! Why, if a misfortune should occur, and the 
Sovereign Pontiff were to make a direct appeal to all 
his children, the Catholics of the entire world, do you 
know that in that case a thousand millions would fall 
at his feet just like the gold and the jewels which 
you saw raining on the steps of his throne just now ? ” 
Then suddenly calming himself and recovering his 
pleasant smile, Hani added : At least, that is what I 
sometimes hear said ; for, personally, I know nothing, 
absolutely nothing; and it is fortunate that Mon- 
sieur Habert should have been here to give you in- 
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formation. All I Monsieur Habert; Monsieur Habert ! 
Wbj, I fancied that you were always in the skies 
absorbed in your passion for art^ and far removed 
from all base mundane interests 1 But you really un- 
derstand these things like a banker or a notary. 
hTothing escapes you, nothing. It is wonderful.^^ 

Narcisse must have felt the sting of the prelate’s 
delicate sarcasm. At bottom, beneath this make-be- 
lieve Florentine all-angelicalness, with long curly hair 
and mauve eyes which grew dim with rapture at sight 
of a Botticelli, there was a thoroughly practical, busi- 
ness-like young man, who took admirable care of his 
fortune and was even somewhat miserly. However, 
he contented himself with lowering his eyelids and 
assuming a languorous air. Oh I ” said he, I’m all 
reverie ; my soul is elsewhere.” 

^^At all events,” resumed Hani, turning towards 
Pierre, “I am very glad that you were able to see 
such a beautiful spectacle. A few more such oppor- 
tunities and you will understand things far better 
than you would from all the explanations in the 
world. Don’t miss the grand ceremony at St. Peter’s 
to-morrow. It will be magnificent, and will give you 
food for useful reflection ; I’m sure of it. And now 
allow me to leave you, delighted at seeing you in such 
a fit frame of mind.” 

Darting a last glance at Pierre, Hani seemed to 
have observed with pleasure the weariness and un- 
certainty which were paling his face. And when the 
prelate had gone off, and Harcisse also had taken leave 
with a gentle hand-shake, the young priest felt the ire 
of protest rising within him. What fit frame of mind 
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did ITam mean? Did tlmt man hope to weary him 
and drive him to despair by throwing him into colli- 
sion with obstacles, so that he might afterwards over- 
come him with perfect ease ? For the second time 
Pierre became suddenly and briefly conscious of the 
stealthy efforts which were being made to invest and 
crush him. But, believing as he did in his own 
strength of resistance, pride filled him with disdain. 
Again he swore that he would never yield, never with- 
draw his book, no matter what might happen. And 
then, before crossing the piazza, he once more raised 
his eyes to the windows of the Vatican, all his im- 
pressions crystallising in the thought of that much- 
needed money which like a last bond still attached 
the Pope to earth. Its chief evil doubtless lay in the 
manner in which it was provided ; and if indeed the 
only question were to devise an improved method of 
collection, Ms dream of a pope who should he all soul, 
the bond of love, the spiritual leader of the world, 
would not be seriously affected. At this thought, 
Pierre felt comforted and was unwHling to look on 
things otherwise than hopefully, moved as he was by 
the extraordinary scene which he had just beheld, that 
feeble old man shining forth like the symbol of human 
deliverance, obeyed and venerated by the multitudes, 
and alone among all men endowed with the moral 
omnipotence that might at last set the reign of char- 
ity and peace on earth. 

For the ceremony on the following day, it was fort- 
unate that Pierre held a private ticket which admitted 
him to a reserved gallery, for the scramble at the en- 
trances to the Basilica proved terrible. The mass. 
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wMch the Pope was to celebrate in person, was fixed 
for ten o’clock, but people began to pour into St. 
Peter’s four hours earlier, as soon, indeed, as the 
gates had been thrown open. The three thousand 
members of the International Pilgrimage were in- 
creased tenfold by the arrival of ah the tourists in 
Italy, who had hastened to Eome eager to witness 
one of those great pontifical functions which nowa- 
days are so rare. Moreover, the devotees and parti- 
sans whom the Holy See numbered in Eome itself 
and in other great cities of the kingdom, helped to 
swell the throng, all alacrity at the prospect of a 
demonstration. Judging by the tickets distributed, 
there would be a concourse of 40,000 people. And, 
indeed, at nine o’clock, when Pierre crossed the piazza 
on his way to the Canons’ Entrance in the Yia Santa 
Marta, where the holders of pink tickets were ad- 
mitted, he saw the portico of the facade still thronged 
with people who were but slowly gaining admittance, 
while several gentlemen in evening dress, members 
of some Catholic association, bestirred themselves to 
maintain order with the help of a detachment of Pon- 
tifical Guards. Nevertheless, violent quarrels broke 
out in the crowd, and blows were exchanged amidst 
the involuntary scramble. Some people were almost 
stifled, and two women were carried off half crushed 
to death. 

A disagreeable surprise met Pierre on his entry 
into the Basilica. The huge edifice was draped ; cov- 
erings of old red damask with bands of gold swathed 
the columns and pilasters, seventy-five feet high ; even 
the aisles were hung with the same old and faded silk ; 
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and the shrouding of those pompous marbles, of all the 
superb dazzling ornamentation of the church be spoke 
a very singular taste, a tawdry affectation of pomposity, 
extremely wretched in its effect. However, he was yet 
more amazed on seeing that even the statue of St. Peter 
was clad, costumed like a living pope in sumptuous pon- 
tifical vestments, with a tiara on its metal head. He 
had never imagined that people could garment statues 
either for their glory or for the pleasure of the eyes, 
and the result seemed to him disastrous. 

The Pope was to say mass at the papal altar of 
the Confession, the high altar which stands under the 
dome. On a platform at the entrance of the left-hand 
transept was the throne on which he would after- 
wards take his place. Then, on either side of the 
nave, tribunes had been erected for the choristers 
of the Sixtine Chapel, the Corps Diplomatique, the 
Knights of Malta, the Eoman nobility, and other 
guests of various kinds. And, finally, in the centre, 
before the altar, there were three rows of benches 
covered with red rugs, the first for the cardinals and 
the other two for the bishops and the prelates of the 
pontifical court. All the rest of the congregation was 
to remain standing. 

Ah ! that huge concert-audience, those thirty, forty 
thousand believers from here, there, and everywhere, 
inflamed with curiosity, passion, or faith, bestirring 
themselves, jostling one another, rising on tip-toe to 
see the better! The clamour of a human sea arose, 
the crowd was as gay and familiar as if it had found 
itself in some heavenly theatre where it was allowable 
for one to chat aloud and recreate oneself with the 
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spectacle of religions pomp! At first Pierre was 
tfinnderstrnck, lie wlio only knew of nervous^ silent 
kneeling in tke depths of dim cathedrals^ who was 
not accustomed to that religion of light, whose brill- 
iancy transformed a religions celebration into a morn- 
ing festiyity. Around him, in the same tribune as 
himself, were gentlemen in dress-coats and ladies 
gowned in black, carrying glasses as in an opera- 
house, There were G-erman and English women, and 
numerous Americans, all more or less charming, dis- 
playing the grace of thoughtless, chirruping birds. 
In the tribune of the Roman nobility on the left he 
recognised Benedetta and Donna Serafina, and there 
the simplicity of the regulation attire for ladies was 
relieved by large lace veils rivalling one another in 
richness and elegance. Then on the right was the 
tribune of the Knights of Malta, where the Grand 
Master stood amidst a group of commanders : while 
across the nave rose the diplomatic tribune where 
Pierre perceived the ambassadors of all the Catholic 
nations, resplendent in gala uniforms covered with 
gold lace. However, the young priest’s eyes were 
ever returning to the crowd, the great surging throng 
in which the three thousand pilgrims were lost amidst 
the multitude of other spectators. And yet as the Ba- 
silica was so vast that it could easily contain eighty 
thousand people, it did not seem to be more than half 
full. People came and went along the aisles and took 
up favourable positions without impediment. Some 
could be seen gesticulating, and calls rang out above 
the ceaseless rumble of voices. Prom the lofty win- 
dows of plain white glass fell broad sheets of sunlight, 
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which set a gory glow upon the faded damask hang- 
ingSj and these cast a reflection as of fire upon all the 
tumultuous, feyerish, impatient faces. The multitude 
of candles, and the seven-and-eighty lamps of the Con- 
fession paled to such a degree that they seemed but 
glimmering night-lights in the blinding radiance ; and 
everything proclaimed the worldly gala of the im- 
perial Deity of Boman pomp. 

All at once there came a premature shock of delight, 
a false alert. Cries burst forth and circulated through 
the crowd : JEccolo ! eccolo ! Here he comes ! ’’ And 
then there was pushing and jostling, eddying which 
made the human sea whirl and surge, all craning their 
necks, raising themselves to their full height, darting 
forward in a frenzied desire to see the Holy Father and 
the cortege. But only a detachment of Hoble Guards 
inarched by and took up position right and left of the 
altar. A flattering murmur accompanied them, their 
fine impassive bearing with its exaggerated military 
stiflness, provoking the admiration of the throng. 
An American woman declared that they were superb- 
looking fellows ; and a Roman lady gave an English 
friend some particulars about the select corps to which 
they belonged. Formerly, said she, young men of 
the aristocracy had gi^eatly sought the honour of 
forming part of it, for the. sake of wearing its rich 
uniform and caracoling in front of the ladies. But re- 
cruiting was now such a difficult matter that one had 
to content oneself with good-looking young men of 
doubtful or ruined nobility, whose only care was for 
the meagre pay ” which just enabled them to live. 

When another quarter of an hour of chatting and 
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scrutinising had elapsed^ the papal corthge at last made 
its appearance^ and no sooner was it seen than ap- 
plause burst forth as in a theatre — furious applause 
it was which rose and rolled along under the vaulted 
ceilings, suggesting the acclamations which ring out 
when some popular, idolised actor makes his entry on 
the stage. As in a theatre, too, everything had been very 
skilfully contrived so as to produce all possible effect 
amidst the magnificent scenery of the Basilica. The 
cortege was formed in the wings, that is in the Cappella 
della Pieta, the first chapel of the right aisle, and in 
order to reach it, the Holy Father, coming from his 
apartments by the way of the Chapel of the Blessed 
Sacrament, had been stealthily carried behind the 
hangings of the aisle which served the purpose of a 
drop-scene. Awaiting him in all readiness in the 
Cappella della Pieta were the cardinals, archbishops, 
and bishops, the whole pontifical prelacy, hierarchi- 
cally classified and grouped. And then, as at a sig- 
nal from a ballet master, the cortege made its entry, 
reaching the nave and ascending it in triumph from 
the closed Porta Santa to the altar of the Confession. 
On either hand were the rows of spectators whose 
applause at the sight of so much magnificence grew 
louder and louder as their delirious enthusiasm 
increased. 

It was the cortege of the olden solemnities, the cross 
and sword, the Swiss Guard in full uniform, the valets 
in scarlet simars, the Emights of the Cape and the 
Sword in Kenascence costumes, the Canons in rochets 
of lace, the superiors of the religious communities, the 
apostolic prothonotaxies, the archbishops, and bishops, 
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all the pontifical prelates in violet silk; the cardinals^ 
each -wearing the cappa magna and draped in purple^ 
•walking solemnly two by two with long intervals be- 
tween each pair. Finally, around his Holiness were 
grouped the ofi&cers of the military household, the 
chamber prelates, Monsignor the Majordomo, Monsi- 
gnor the Grrand Chamberlain, and all the other high dig- 
nitaries of the Vatican, with the Eoman prince assistant 
of the throne, the traditional, symbolical defender of 
the Church. And on the sedia gestatoria, screened 
by the flabelU with their lofty triumphal fans of 
feathers and carried on high by the bearers in red 
tunics broidered with silk, sat the Pope, clad in 
the sacred vestments which he had assumed in the 
Chapel of the Blessed Sacrament, the amict, the alb, 
the stole, and the white chasuble and white mitre 
enriched with gold, two gifts of extraordinary sumpt- 
uousness that had come from Prance. And, as his 
Holiness drew near, all hands were raised and clapped 
yet more loudly amidst the waves of living sunlight 
which streamed from the lofty windows. 

Then a new and different impression of Leo XIII 
came to Pierre. The Pope, as he now beheld him, 
was no longer the familiar, tired, inquisitive old man, 
leaning on the arm of a talkative prelate as he strolled 
through the loveliest gardens in the world. He no 
longer recalled the Holy Father, in red cape and 
papal cap, giving a paternal welcome to a pilgrimage 
which brought him a fortune. He was here the Sov- 
ereign Pontiff, the all-powerful Master whom Christen- 
dom adored. His slim waxen form seemed to have 
stiffened within his white vestments, heavy with 
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golden broidery, as in a reliquary of precious metal ; 
and be retained a rigid, bangbty, bieratic attitude, like 
that of some idol, gilded, witbered for centuries past 
by tbe smoke of sacrifices. Amidst tbe mournful 
stif&iess of bis face only bis eyes lived — eyes like 
black sparkling diamonds gazing afar, beyond eartb, 
into tbe infinite. He gave not a glance to tbe crowd, 
be lowered bis eyes neither to right nor to left, but re- 
mained soaring in tbe heavens, ignoring all that took 
place at bis feet. 

And as that seemingly embalmed idol, deaf and 
blind, in spite of tbe brilliancy of bis eyes, was carried 
through tbe frantic multitude which it appeared nei- 
ther to bear nor to see, it assumed fearsome majesty, 
disquieting grandeur, all tbe rigidity of dogma, all tbe 
immobility of tradition exhumed with its fascice which 
alone kept it erect. Still Pierre fancied be could de- 
tect that tbe Pope was ill and weary, suffering from 
tbe attack of fever which Hani bad spoken of when 
glorifying tbe courage of that old man of eighty-four, 
whom strength of soul alone now kept alive. 

Tbe service began. Alighting from tbe sedia ges- 
tatoria before tbe altar of tbe Confession, bis Holi- 
ness slowly celebrated a low mass, assisted by four 
prelates and tbe pro-prefect of tbe ceremonies. When 
tbe time came for washing bis fingers, Monsignor tbe 
Majordomo and Monsignor tbe Grand Chamberlain, 
accompanied by two cardinals, poured tbe water on 
bis august bands j and shortly before tbe elevation of 
tbe host all tbe prelates of tbe pontifical court, each 
bolding a lighted taper, came and knelt around tbe 
altar. There was a solemn moment, tbe forty thousand 
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believers there assembled shuddered as if they could 
feel the terrible yet delicious blast of the invisible 
sweeping over them when during the elevation the sil- 
ver clarions sounded the famous chorus of angels which 
invariably makes some women swoon. Almost imme- 
diately an aerial chant descended from the cupola; 
from a lofty gallery where one hundred and twenty 
choristers were concealed^ and the enraptured multi- 
tude marvelled as though the angels had indeed re- 
sponded to the clarion call. The voices descended; 
taking their flight under the vaulted ceilings with the 
airy sweetness of celestial harps 5 then in suave har- 
mony they died away^ reascended to the heavens as 
with a faint flapping of wings. And, after the mass, 
his Holiness; still standing at the altar*; in person 
started the Te Deum, which the singers of the Sixtine 
Chapel and the other choristers took up, each party 
chanting a verse alternately. But soon the whole 
congregation joined them; forty thousand voices were 
raised; and a hymn of joy and glory spread through 
the vast nave with incomparable splendour of effect. 
And then the scene became one of extraordinary 
magnificence: there was Berninis triumphal; flowery; 
gilded baldacchino, surrounded by the whole pontifi- 
cal court with the lighted tapers showing like starry 
constellations; there was the Sovereign Pontiff in the 
centre; radiant like a planet in his gold-broidered 
chasuble; there were the benches crowded with cardi- 
nals in purple and archbishops and bishops in violet 
silk; there were the tribunes glittering with official 
finery; the gold lace of the diplomatists; the varie- 
gated uniforms of foreign officers; and then there was 
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the throng flowing and eddying on all sides, rolling 
billows after billows of heads from the most distant 
depths of the Basilica. And the hugeness of the tem- 
ple increased one’s amazement ; and even the glorious 
hymn which the multitude repeated became colossal, 
ascended like a tempest blast amidst the great marble 
tombs, the superhuman statues and gigantic pillars, 
till it reached the vast vaulted heavens of stone, and 
penetrated into the firmament of the cupola where 
the Infinite seemed to open resplendent with the gold- 
work of the mosaics. 

A long murmur of voices followed the Te Deum, 
whilst Leo XIII, after donning the tiara in lieu of 
the mitre, and exchanging the chasuble for the pontifi- 
cal cope, went to occupy his throne on the platform 
at the entry of the left transept. He thence domi- 
nated the whole assembly, through which a quiver 
sped when after the prayers of the ritual, he once 
more rose erect. Beneath the symbolic, triple crown, 
in the golden sheathing of his cope, he seemed to have 
grown taller. Amidst sudden and profound silence, 
which only feverish heart-beats interrupted, he raised 
his arm with a very noble gesture and pronounced 
the papal benediction in a slow, loud, full voice, which 
seemed, as it were, the very voice of the Deity, so 
greatly did its power astonish one, coming from such 
waxen lips, from such a bloodless, lifeless frame. And 
the effect was prodigious: as soon as the cortege re- 
formed to return whence it had come, applause again 
burst forth, a frenzy of enthusiasm which the clapping 
of hands could no longer content. Acclamations re- 
sounded and gradually gained upon the whole multi- 
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tnde. They began among a gronp of ardent partisans 
stationed near the statue of St. Peter: Evviva il 
PaporB^l evviva il Paj^OrR^! Long live the Pope- 
King 1 as the co 7 i;^ge went by the shout rushed along 
like leaping fire^ inflaming heart after heart, and at 
last springing from every mouth in a thunderous pro- 
test against the theft of. the states of the Church. 
All the faith, all the love of those believers, over- 
excited by the regal spectacle they had just beheld, 
returned once more to the dream, to the rageful desire 
that the Pope should be both Ehng and Pontiff, master 
of men’s bodies as he was of their souls — in one word, 
the absolute sovereign of the earth. Therein lay the 
only truth, the only happiness, the only salvation! 
Let all be given to him, both mankind and the world ! 

EJvvwa il Pwpa-Bh I evviva il Papa-R^ ! Long live 
the Pope-King ! ” 

Ah ! that cry, that cry of war which had caused so 
many errors and so much bloodshed, that cry of self- 
abandonment and blindness which, realised, would 
have brought back the old ages of suffering, it shocked 
Pierre, and impelled him in all haste to quit the trib- 
une where he was in order that he might escape the 
contagion of idolatry. And while the cortege still 
went its way and the deafening clamour of the crowd 
continued, he for a moment followed the left aisle 
amidst the general scramble. This, however, made 
him despair of reaching the street, and anxious to 
escape the crush of the general departure, it occurred 
to him to profit by a door which he saw open and 
which led him into a vestibule, whence ascended the 
steps conducting to the dome. A sacristan standing 
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in the doorway, both bewildered and delighted at the 
demonstration, looked at him for a moment, hesitating 
whether he should stop him or not. However, the 
sight of the young priest’s cassock combined with his 
own emotion rendered the man tolerant. Pierre was 
allowed to pass, and at once began to climb the stair- 
case as rapidly as he could, in order that he might flee 
farther and farther away, ascend higher and yet 
higher into peace and silence. 

And the silence suddenly became profound, the 
walls stifled the cry of the multitude. The staircase 
was easy and light, with broad paved steps turning 
within a sort of tower. When Pierre came out upon 
the roofs of nave and aisles, he was delighted to find 
himself in the bright sunlight and the pure keen air 
which blew there as in the open country. And it was 
with astonishment that he gazed upon the huge ex- 
panse of lead, zinc, and stone-work, a perfect aerial city 
living a life of its own under the blue sky. He saw 
cupolas, spires, terraces, even houses and gardens, 
houses bright with flowers, the residences of the work- 
men who live atop of the Basilica, which is ever and 
ever requiring repair. A little population here be- 
stirs itself, labours, loves, eats, and sleeps. However, 
Pierre desired to approach the balustrade so as to get 
a near view of the colossal statues of the Saviour and 
the Apostles which surmount the facade on the side 
of the piazza. These giants, some nineteen feet in 
height, are constantly being mended ; their arms, legs, 
and heads, into which the atmosphere is ever eating, 
nowadays only hold together by the help of cement, 
bars, and hooks. And having examined them, Pierre 
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was leaning forward to glance at the Vatican’s jumble 
of ruddy roofs, when it seemed to him that the shout 
from which he had fled was rising from the piazza, 
and thereupon, in all haste, he resiuned his ascent 
within the pillar conducting to the dome. There was 
first a staircase, and then came some narrow, oblique 
passages, inclines intersected by a few steps, between 
the inner and outer walls of the cupola. Yielding to 
curiosity, Pierre pushed a door open, and suddenly 
found himself inside the Basilica again, at nearly 200 
feet from the ground. _ A narrow gallery there ran 
round the dome just above the frieze, on which, in 
letters five feet high, appeared the famous inscrip- 
tion: Tu es Petrus et super hanc petram mdijlcaho 
ecdesiam meam et tihi dabo claves regni codorum} And 
then, as Pierre leant over to gaze into the fearful 
cavity beneath him and the wide openings of nave, 
and aisles, and transepts, the cry, the delirious cry of 
the multitude, yet clamorously swarming below, struck 
him full in the face. He fled once more ; but, higher 
up, yet a second time he pushed another door open 
and found another gallery, one perched above the 
windows, just where the splendid mosaics begin, and 
whence the crowd seemed to him lost in the depths of 
a dizzy abyss, altar and bcddacchiino alike looking no 
larger than toys. And yet the cry of idolatry and 
warfare arose again, and smote him like the buffet of 
a tempest which gathers increase of strength the 
farther it rushes. So to escape it he had to climb 

1 Thou art Peter {Petrus) and on that rock {Petram) will I build 
my church, and to thee will I give the keys of the Kingdom of 
Heaven. 
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Mglier stilly even to the outer gallery wMch encircles 
the lantern, hovering in the very heavens. 

How delightful was the relief which that bath of air 
and sunlight at first brought him! Above him now 
there only remained the ball of gilt copper into which 
emperors and queens have ascended, as is testified by 
the pompous inscriptions in the passages; a hollow 
ball it is, where the voice crashes like thunder, where 
all the sounds of space reverberate. As he emerged 
on the side of the apse, his eyes at first plunged into 
the papal gardens, whose clumps of trees seemed mere 
bushes almost level with the soil; and he could re- 
trace his recent stroll among them, the broad parterre 
looking like a faded Smyrna rug, the large wood show- 
ing the deep glaucous greenery of a stagnant pool. 
Then there were the kitchen garden and the vineyard 
easily identified and tended with care. The fountains, 
the observatory, the casino, where the Pope spent the 
hot days of summer, showed merely like little white 
spots in those undulating grounds, walled in like any 
other estate, but with the fearsome rampart of the 
fourth Leo, which yet retained its fortress-like aspect. 
However, Pierre took his way round the narrow gallery 
and abruptly found himself in front of Rome, a sudden 
and immense expanse, with the distant sea on the west, 
the uninterrupted mountain chains on the east and the 
south, the Roman Campagna stretching to the horizon 
like a bare and greenish desert, while the city, the 
Eternal City, was spread out at his feet. Hever before 
had space impressed him so majestically. Rome was 
there, as a bird might see it, within the glance, as dis- 
tinct as some geographical plan executed in relief. To 
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think of it, sncli a past, sncli a history, so miicli gran- 
deur, and Kome so dwarfed and contracted by distance ! 
Houses as lilliputian and as pretty as toys ; and the 
whole a mere mouldy speck upon the earth^s face! 
What impassioned Pierre was that he could at a 
glance understand the divisions of Eome: the an- 
tique city yonder with the Capitol, the Porum, and 
the Palatine; the papal city in that Borgo which he 
overlooked, with St. Peter^s and the Vatican gazing 
across the city of the middle ages — which was hud- 
dled together in the right angle described by the yel- 
low Tiber — towards the modern city, the Quirinal of 
the Italian monarchy. And particularly did he remark 
the chalky girdle with which the new districts encom- 
passed the ancient, central, sun-tanned quarters, thus 
symbolising an effort at rejuvenescence, the old heart 
but slowly mended, whereas the outlying limbs were 
renewed as if by miracle. 

In that ardent noontide glow, however, Pierre no 
longer beheld the pure ethereal Eome which had met 
his eyes on the morning of his arrival in the delight- 
fully soft radiance of the rising sun. That smiling, 
unobtrusive city, half veiled by golden mist, immersed 
as it were in some dream of childhood, now appeared 
to him flooded with a crude light, motionless, hard of 
outline and silent like death. The distance was as if 
devoured by too keen a flame, steeped in a luminous 
dust in which it crumbled. And against that blurred 
background the whole city showed with violent dis- 
tinctness in great patches of light and shade, their 
tracery harshly conspicuous. One might have fan- 
cied oneself above some very ancient, abandoned stone 
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quarry, whicli a few clumps of trees spotted with, dark 
green. Of the ancient city one could see the sunburnt 
tower of the Capitol, the black cypresses of the Pala- 
tine, and the ruins of the palace of Septimius Severus, 
suggesting the white osseous carcase of some fossil 
monster, left there by a flood. In front, was enthroned 
the modern city with the long, renovated buildings of 
the Quirinal, whose yellow walls stood forth with won- 
drous crudity amidst the vigorous crests of the garden 
trees. And to right and left on the Viminal, beyond 
the palace, the new districts appeared like a city of 
chalk and plaster mottled by innumerable windows as 
with a thousand touches of black ink. Then here and 
there were the Pincio showing like a stagnant mere, 
the Villa Medici uprearing its campanili, the castle of 
Sant’ Angelo brown like rust, the spire of Santa 
Maria Maggiore aglow like a burning taper, the three 
churches of the Aventine drowsy amidst verdure, the 
Palazzo Parnese with its summer-baked tiles showing 
like old gold, the domes of the Gesu, of Sant’ Andrea 
della Valle, of San Giovanni dei Piorentini, and yet 
other domes and other domes, all in fusion, incandes- 
cent in the brazier of the heavens. And Pierre again 
felt a heart-pang in presence of that harsh, stern Kome, 
so different from the Eome of his dream, the Eome of 
rejuvenescence and hope, which he had fancied he had 
found on his first morning, but which had now faded 
away to give place to the immutable city of pride and 
domination, stubborn under the sun even unto death. 

And there on high, all alone with his thoughts, 
Pierre suddenly understood. It was as if a dart of 
flaming light fell on him in that free, unbounded ex- 
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panse where he hovered. Had it come from tie cere- 
mony which he had just beheld^ from the frantic cry 
of servitude still ringing in his ears? Had it come 
from the spectacle of that city beneath him^ that city 
which suggested an embalmed queen still reigning 
amidst the dust of her tomb? He knew not ; but 
doubtless both had acted as factors^ and at all events 
the light which fell upon his mind was complete : he 
felt that Catholicism could not exist without the tem- 
poral power, that it must fatally disappear whenever 
it should no longer be king over this earth. A first 
reason of this lay in heredity, in the forces of history, 
the Inng line of the heirs of the Cgesars, the popes, 
the great pontiffs, in whose veins the blood of Augus- 
tus, demanding the empire of the world, had never 
ceased to flow. Though they might reside in the 
Vatican they had come from the imperial abodes on 
the Palatine, from the palace of Septimius Severus,and 
throughout the centuries their policy had ever pursued 
the dream of Eoman mastery, of all the nations van- 
quished, submissive, and obedient to Eome. If its 
sovereignty were not universal, extending alike over 
bodies and over souls, Catholicism would lose its rai-' 
son d’etre; for the Church cannot recognise any empire 
or kingdom otherwise than politically — the emperors 
and the kings being purely and simply so many tempo- 
rary delegates placed in charge of the nations pending 
the time when they shall be called upon to relinquish 
their trust. All the nations, all humanity, and the 
whole world belong to the Church to whom they have 
been given by G-od. And if real and effective posses- 
sion is not hers to-day, this is only because she yields 
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to force, compelled to face accomplished facts, but 
with the formal reserve that she is in presence of 
guilty usurpation, that her possessions are unjustly 
withheld from her, and that she awaits the realisa- 
tion of the promises of the Christ, who, when the time 
shall be accomplished, will for ever restore to her 
both the earth and mankind. Such is the real future 
city which time is to bring : Catholic Eome, sovereign 
of the world once more. And Eome the city forms a 
substantial part of the dream, Eome whose eternity 
has been predicted, Eome whose soil has imparted to 
Catholicism the inextinguishable thirst of absolute 
power. And thus the destiny of the papacy is linked 
to that of Eome, to such a point indeed that a pope 
elsewhere than at Eome would no longer be a Catholic 
pope. The thought of all this frightened Pierre; a 
great shudder passed through him as he leant on the 
light iron balustrade, gazing down into the abyss where 
the stern mournful city was even now crumbling away 
under the fierce sun. 

There was, however, evidence of the facts which 
had dawned on him. If Pius IX and Leo XIII had 
resolved to imprison themselves in the Vatican, it was 
because necessity bound them to Eome. A pope is 
not free to leave the city, to be the head of the Church 
elsewhere ; and in the same way a pope, however well 
he may understand the modern world, has not the right 
to relinquish the temporal power. This is an inalien- 
able inheritance which he must defend, and it is more- 
over a question of life, peremptory, above discussion. 
And thus Leo XIII has retained the title of Master 
of the temporal dominions of the Church, and this he 
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has done the more readily since as a cardinal — like 
all the members of the Sacred College when elected — 
he swore that he would maintain those dominions in- 
tact. Italy may hold E/Ome as her capital for another 
century or more, but the coming popes will never 
cease to protest and claim their kingdom. If ever 
an understanding should be arrived at, it must be 
based on the gift of a strip of territory. Formerly, 
when rumours of reconciliation were current, was it 
not said that the papacy exacted, as a formal condition, 
the possession bf at least the Leonine City with the 
neutralisation of a road leading to the sea? Nothing 
is not enough, one cannot start from nothing to attain 
to everything, whereas that Civitas Leonina, that bit 
of a city, would already be a little royal ground, and 
it would then only be necessary to conquer the rest, 
first Eome, next Italy, then the neighbouring states, 
and at last the whole world. Never has the Church 
despaired, even when, beaten and despoiled, she seemed 
to be at the last gasp. Never will she abdicate, never 
will she renounce the promises of the Christ, for she 
believes in a boundless future and declares herself to 
be both indestructible and eternal. Grant her but a 
pebble on which to rest her head, and she will hope to 
possess, first the field in which that pebble lies, and 
then the empire in which the field is situated. If one 
pope cannot achieve the recovery of the inheritance, 
another pope, ten, twenty other popes will continue 
the work. The centuries do not count. And this 
explains why an old man of eighty-four has under- 
taken colossal enterprises whose achievement requires 
several lives, certain as he is that his successors will 
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take his place^ and that the work will ever and ever 
be carried forward and completed. 

As these thoughts coursed through his mind, 
Pierre, overlooking that ancient city of glory and 
domination, so stubbornly clinging to its purple, real- 
ised that he was an imbecile with his dream of a 
purely spiritual pope. The notion seemed to him so 
different from the reality, so out of place, that he 
experienced a sort of shame-fraught despair. The 
new pope, consonant to the teachings of the Gospel, 
such as a purely spiritual pope reigning over souls 
alone, would be, was virtually beyond the ken of a 
Eoman prelate. At thought of that papal court con- 
gealed in ritual, pride, and authority, Pierre suddenly 
understood what horror and repugnance such a pastor 
would inspire. How great must be the astonishment 
and contempt of the papal prelates for that singular 
notion of the northern mind, a pope without domin- 
ions or subjects, military household or royal honours, 
a pope who would be, as it were, a spirit, exercising 
purely moral authority, dwelling in the depths of God^s 
temple, and governing the world solely with gestures 
of benediction and deeds of kindliness and love ! All 
that was but a misty Gothic invention for this Latin 
clergy, these priests of light and magnificence, who 
were certainly pious and even superstitious, but who 
left the Deity well sheltered within the tabernacle 
in order to govern in His name, according to what 
they considered the interests of Heaven. Thence it 
arose that they employed craft and artifice like mere 
politicians, and lived by dint of expedients amidst 
the great battle of human appetites, marching with the 
VOL. I. — 24 
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prudent, stealthy steps of diplomatists towards the 
final terrestrial victory of the Christ, who, in the per- 
son of the Pope, was one day to reign over all the 
nations. And how stupefied must a French prelate 
have been — a prelate like Monseigneur Bergerot, 
that apostle of renunciation and charity — when he 
lighted amidst that world of the Vatican! How diffi- 
cult must it have been for him to understand and focus 
things, and afterwards how great his grief at finding 
himself unable to come to any agreement with those 
men without country, without fatherland, those in- 
ternationals,^^ who were ever poring over the maps 
of both hemispheres, ever absorbed in schemes which 
were to bring them empire. Days and days were 
necessary, one needed to live in Borne, and he, Pierre 
himself, had only seen things clearly after a month^s 
sojourn, whilst labouring under the violent shock of 
the royal pomp of St. Peter’s, and standing face to 
face with the ancient city as it slumbered heavily in 
the sunlight and dreamt its dream of eternity. 

But on lowering his eyes to the piazza in front of 
the Basilica he perceived the multitude, the 40,000 
believers streaming over the pavement like insects. 
And then he thought that he could hear the cry again 
rising : Evviva il Fapa-B^ ! evviva il Papa-B^ ! Long 
live the Pope-King!” Whilst ascending those end- 
less staircases a moment previously it had seemed to 
him as if the colossus of stone were q^uivering with 
the frantic shout raised beneath its ceilings. And 
now that he had climbed even into cloudland that 
shout apparently was traversing space. If the colos- 
sal pile beneath him still vibrated with it, was it not 
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as witli a last rise of sap within its ancient walls, a 
reinvigoration of that Catholic blood which formerly 
had demanded that the pile should he a stupendous 
one, the veritable king of temples, and which now was 
striving to reanimate it with the powerful breath of 
life, and this at the very hour when death was begin- 
ning to fall upon its over-vast, deserted nave and 
aisles? The crowd was still streaming forth, filling 
the piazza, and Pierre^s heart was wrung by frightful 
anguish, for that throng with its shout had just swept 
his last hiope away. On the previous afternoon, after 
the reception of the pilgrimage, he had yet been able 
to deceive himself by overlooking the necessity for 
money which bound the Pope to earth in order that 
he might see nought but the feeble old man, all spiritu- 
ality, resplendent like the symbol of moral authority. 
But his faith in such a pastor of the Gospel, free from 
all considerations of earthly wealth, and king of none 
other than a heavenly kingdom, had fied, bTot only 
did the Peter’s Pence impose hard servitude upon Leo 
XIII but he was also the prisoner of papal tradition 
— the eternal King of Pome, riveted to the soil of 
Pome, unable either to quit the city or to renounce 
the temporal power. The fatal end would be collapse 
on the spot, the dome of St. Peter’s falling even as 
the temple of Olympian Jupiter had fallen, Catholi- 
cism strewing the grass with its ruins whilst elsewhere 
schism burst forth : a new faith for the new nations. 
Of this Pierre had a grandiose and tragical vision: he 
beheld his dream destroyed, his book swept away 
amidst that cry which spread around him as if fly- 
ing to the four corners of the Catholic world : 
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‘‘EJvviva il Fajxi-R^I evviva il Papa-B^f Long live 
the Pope-King! But even in that hour of the 
papacy’s passing triumph he already felt that the 
giant of gold and marble on which he stood was 
oscillating, even as totter all old and rotten societies. 

At last he took his way down again, and a fresh 
shock of emotion came to him as he reached the roofs, 
that sunlit expanse of lead and zinc, large enough for 
the site of a town. Monsignor Kani was there, in 
company with the two French ladies, the mother and 
the daughter, both looking very happy and highly 
amused. ISTo doubt the prelate had good-naturedly 
offered to conduct them to the dome. However, as 
soon as he recognised the young priest he went towards 
him: ^^Well, my dear son,’’ he inquired, ^^are you 
pleased? Have you been impressed, edified?” As 
he spoke, his searching eyes dived into Pierre’s soul, 
as if to ascertain the present result of his experiments. 
Then, satisfied with what he detected, he began to 
laugh softly : Yes, yes, I see — come, you are a sen- 
sible fellow after all. I begin to think that the un- 
fortunate affair which brought you here will have a 
happy ending.” 
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When Pierre remained in the morning at the Boc- 
canera mansion he often spent some hours in the little 
neglected garden which had formerly ended with a 
sort of colonnaded loggia, whence two flights of steps 
descended to the Tiber. This garden was a delightful, 
solitary nook, perfumed by the ripe fruit of the cen- 
tenarian orange-trees, whose symmetrical lines were 
the only indication of the former pathways, now hid- 
den beneath rank weeds. And Pierre also found there 
the acrid scent of the large box-shrubs growing in the 
old central fountain basin, which had been filled up 
with loose earth and rubbish. 

On those luminous October mornings, full of such ten- 
der and penetrating charm, the spot was one where all 
the joy of living might well be savoured, but Pierre 
brought thither his northern dreaminess, his concern 
for suffering, his steadfast feeling of compassion, which 
rendered yet sweeter the caress of the sunlight pervad- 
ing that atmosphere of love. He seated himself against 
the right-hand wall on a fragment of a fallen column 
over which a huge laurel cast a deep-black shadow, 
fresh and aromatic. In the antique greenish sarcoph- 
agus beside him, on which fauns offered violence to 
nymphs, the streamlet of water trickling from the 
mask incrusted in the wall, set the unchanging music 
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of its crystal note, whilst he read the newspapers and 
the letters which he receiyed, all the communications 
of good Abbe Rose, who kept him informed of his mis- 
sion among the wretched ones of gloomy Paris, now 
already steeped in fog and mud. 

One morning however, Pierre unexpectedly found 
Benedetta seated on the fallen column which he usually 
made his chair. She raised a light cry of surprise on 
seeing him, and for a moment remained embarrassed, 
for she had with her his book '' New Rome,'' which she 
had read once already, but had then imperfectly un- 
derstood. And overcoming her embarrassment she 
now hastened to detain him, making him sit down be- 
side her, and frankly owning that she had come to the 
garden in order to be alone and apply herself to an at- 
tentive study of the book, in the same way as some 
ignorant school-girl. Then they began to chat like a 
pair of friends, and the young priest spent a delight- 
ful hour. Although Benedetta did not speak of her- 
self, he realised that it was her grief alone which 
brought her nearer to him, as if indeed her own suffer- 
ings enlarged her heart and made her think of all who 
suffered in the world. Patrician as she was, regarding 
social hierarchy as a divine law, she had never pre- 
viously thought of such things, and some pages of 
Pierre’s book greatly astonished her. What ! one 
ought to take interest in the lowly, realise that they 
had the same souls and the same griefs as oneself, and 
seek in brotherly or sisterly fashion to make them 
happy ? She certainly sought to acquire such an in- 
terest, but with no great success, for she secretly feared 
that it might lead her into sin, as it could not be right 
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to alter aught of the social system which had been es- 
tablished by God and consecrated by the Church. 
Charitable she undoubtedly was, wont to bestow small 
sums in alms, but she did not give her heart, she felt 
no true sympathy for the humble, belonging as she 
did to such a different race, which looked to a throne 
in heaven high above the seats of all the plebeian elect. 

She and Pierre, however, found themselves on other 
mornings side by side in the shade of the laurels near 
the trickling, singing water ; and he, lacking occupa- 
tion, weary of waiting for a solution which seemed to 
recede day by day, fervently strove to animate this 
young and beautiful woman with some of his own fra- 
ternal feelings. He was impassioned by the idea that 
he was catechising Italy herself, the queen of beauty, 
who was still slumbering in ignorance, but who would 
recover all her past glory if she were to awake to the 
new times with soul enlarged, swelling with pity for 
men and things. Eeading good Abbe Eose^s letters to 
Benedetta, he made her shudder at the frightful wail 
of wretchedness which ascends from all great cities. 
With such deep tenderness in her eyes, with the happi- 
ness of love reciprocated emanating from her whole 
being, why should she not recognise, even as he did, 
that the law of love was the sole means of saving suf- 
fering humanity, which, through hatred, incurred the 
danger of death ? And to please him she did try to 
believe in democracy, in the fraternal remodelling of 
society, but among other nations only — not at Eome, 
for an involuntary, gentle laugh came to her lips when- 
ever his words evoked the idea of the poor still re- 
maining in the Trastevere district fraternising with 
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tliose wlio yet dwelt in tlie old princely palaces. lS[o, 
nOj tilings had been as they were so long ; they could 
not, must not, be altered ! And so, after all, Pierre’s 
pupil made little progress : she was, in reality, simply 
touched by the wealth of ardent love which the young 
priest had chastely transferred from one alone to the 
whole of human kind. And between him and her, as 
those sunlit October mornings went by, a tie of exqui- 
site sweetness was formed; they came to love one 
another with deep, pure, fraternal affection, amidst the 
great glowing passion which consumed them both. 

Then, one day, Benedetta, her elbow resting on the 
sarcophagus, spoke of Dario, whose name she had 
hitherto refrained from mentioning. Ah I poor amico, 
how circumspect and repentant he had shown himself 
since that fit of brutal insanity ! At first, to conceal 
his embarrassment, he had gone to spend three days at 
hfaples, and it was said that La Tonietta, the senti- 
mental demi-mondaine, had hastened to join him there, 
wildly in love with him. Since his return to the man- 
sion he had avoided all private meetings with his 
cousin, and scarcely saw her except at the Monday re- 
ceptions, when he wore a submissive air, and with his 
eyes silently entreated forgiveness. 

Yesterday, however,” continued Benedetta, “I met 
him on the staircase and gave him my hand. He un- 
derstood that I was no longer angry with him and 
was very happy. What else could I have done ? One 
must not be severe for ever. Besides, I do not want 
things to go too far between him and that woman. I 
want him to remember that I still love him, and am 
still waiting for him. Ohl he is mine, mine alone. 
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But alas! I cannot say tlie word: our affairs are in 
such sorry plight.^’ 

She paused, and two big tears welled into her eyes. 
The divorce proceedings to which she alluded had now 
come to a standstill, fresh obstacles ever arising to 
stay their course. 

Pierre was much moved by her tears, for she sel- 
dom wept. She herself sometimes confessed, with her 
calm smile, that she did not know how to weep. But 
now her heart was melting, and for a moment she re- 
mained overcome, leaning on the mossy, crumbling 
sarcophagus, whilst the clear water falling from the 
gaping mouth of the tragic mask still sounded its flute- 
like note. And a sudden thought of death came to 
the priest as he saw her, so young and so radiant with 
beauty, half fainting beside that marble resting-place 
where fauns were rushing upon nymphs in a frantic 
bacchanal which proclaimed the omnipotence of love 
— that omnipotence which the ancients were fond of 
symbolising on their tombs as a token of life’s eternity. 
And meantime a faint, warm breeze passed through 
the sunlit, silent garden, wafting hither and thither 
the penetrating scent of box and orange. 

One has so much strength when one loves,” Pierre 
at last murmured. 

Yes, yes, you are right,” she replied, already smil- 
ing again. am childish. But it is the fault of 
your book. It is only when I suffer that I properly 
understand it. But all the same I am making prog- 
ress, am I not ? Since you desire it, let all the poor, 
all those who suffer, as I do, be my brothers and sis- 
ters.” 
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Tlien for a while they resumed their chat. 

On these occasions Benedetta was usually the first 
to return to the house, and Pierre would linger alone 
under the laurels, vaguely dreaming of sweet, sad 
things. Often did he think how hard life proved for 
poor creatures whose only thirst was for happiness ! 

One Monday evening, at a quarter-past ten, only the 
young folks remained in Donna Serafina’s reception- 
room. Monsignor Kani had merely put in an appear- 
ance that night, and Cardinal Sarno had just gone off. 

Even Donna Serafina, in her usual seat by the fire- 
place, seemed to have withdrawn from the others, 
absorbed as she was in contemplation of the chair 
which the absent Morano still stubbornly left unoccu- 
pied. Chatting and laughing in front of the sofa on 
which sat Benedetta and Celia were Dario, Pierre, and 
Narcisse Habert, the last of whom had begun to twit 
the young Prince, having met him, so he asserted, a 
few days previously, in the company of a very pretty 
girl. 

^^Ohl don^t deny it, my dear fellow,^^ continued 
Karcisse, ^^for she was really superb. She was walk- 
ing beside you, and you turned into a lane together — 
the Borgo Angelico, I think.^^ 

Dario listened smiling, quite at his ease and inca- 
pable of denying his passionate predilection for beauty. 
^^1^0 doubt, no doubt ; it was I, I don^t deny it,^^ he 
responded. ^^Only the inferences you draw are not 
correct.” And turning towards Benedetta, who, with- 
out a thought of jealous anxiety, wore as gay a look 
as himself, as though delighted that he should have 
enjoyed that passing pleasure of the eyes, he went on : 
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“ It was tlie girlj you know^ whom I found in tears 
six weeks ago. Yes, that bead-worker who was sob- 
bing because the workshop was shut up, and who 
rushed along, all blushing, to conduct me to her par- 
ents when I offered her a bit of silver. Pierina her 
name is, as you, perhaps, remember.^’ 

Oh ! yes, Pierina.^’ 

“Well, since then Pve met her in the street on 
four or five occasions. And, to tell the truth, she 
is so very beautiful that Pve stopped and spoken to 
her. The other day, for instance, I walked with her 
as far as a manufacturer’s. But she hasn’t yet 
found any work, and she began to cry, and so, to con- 
sole her a little, I kissed her. She was quite taken 
aback at it, but she seemed very well pleased.” 

At this all the others began to laugh. But suddenly 
Celia desisted and said very gravely, “You know, 
Dario, she loves you; you must not be hard on her.” 

Dario, no doubt, was of Celia’s opinion, for he again 
looked at Benedetta, but with a gay toss of the head, as 
if to say that, although the girl might love him, he did 
not love her. A bead-worker indeed, a girl of the low- 
est classes, pooh I She might be a Venus, but she could 
be nothing to him. And he himself made merry over 
his romantic adventure, which !N‘arcisse sought to ar- 
range in a kind of antique sonnet : A beautiful bead- 
worker falling madly in love with a young prince, as 
fair as sunlight, who, touched by her misfortune, hands 
her a silver crown; then the beautiful bead-worker, 
quite overcome at finding him as charitable as hand- 
some, dreaming of him incessantly, and following him 
everywhere, chained to his steps by a link of flame j 
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and finally tlie beantifnl bead-worker, who has re- 
fused the silyer erown, so entreating the handsome 
prince with her soft, submissive eyes, that he at last 
deigns to grant her the alms of his heart. This pas- 
time greatly amused Benedetta; but Celia, with her 
angelic face and the air of a little girl who ought to 
have been ignorant of everything, remained very 
grave and repeated sadly, Dario, Dario, she loves 
you ; you must not make her suffer.” 

Then the Contessina, in her turn, was moved to 
pity. ^^And those poor folks are not happy!” said 
she. 

Oh I ” exclaimed the Prince, it’s misery beyond 
belief. On the day she took me to the Quartiere dei 
Prati ^ I was quite overcome ; it was awful, astonish- 
ingly awful ! ” 

But I remember that we promised to go to see the 
poor people,” resumed Benedetta, and we have done 
wrong in delaying our visit so long. Por your studies. 
Monsieur I’Abbe Proment, you greatly desired to ac- 
company us and see the poor of Pome — was that not 
so ?” 

As she spoke she raised her eyes to Pierre, who for 
a moment had been silent. He was much moved by 
her charitable thought, for he realised, by the faint 
quiver of her voice, that she desired to appear a docile 
pupil, progressing in affection for the lowly and the 
wretched. Moreover, his passion for his apostolate 
had at once returned to him. Oh I ” said he, I 
shall not quit Pome without having seen those who 

iThe district of tlie castle meadows— see ante, p. 98, note. — 
Trans. 
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suffer, tliose wlio lack work and bread. Tkerein lies 
tlie malady wkicli affects every nation ; salvation can 
only be attained by the healing of misery. When the 
roots of the tree cannot find sustenance the tree dies.’’ 

^^Well,” resumed the Contessina, ^^we will fix an 
appointment at once ; you shall come with us to the 
Quartiere dei Prati — Dario will take us there.” 

At this the Prince, who had listened to the priest 
with an air of stupefaction, unable to understand the 
simile of the tree and its roots, began to protest dis- 
tressfully, ISTo, no, cousin, take Monsieur I’Abbe for 
a stroll there if it amuses you. But I’ve been, and 
don’t want to go back. Why, when I got home the last 
time I was so upset that I almost took to my bed. 
hTo, no; such abominations are too awful — it isn’t 
possible.” 

At this moment a voice, bitter with displeasure, 
arose from the chimney corner. Donna Serafina was 
emerging from her long silence. Dario is quite 
right ! Send your alms, my dear, and I will gladly 
add mine. There are other places where you might 
take Monsieur I’Abbe, and which it would be far more 
useful for him to see. With that idea of yours you 
would send him away with a nice recollection of our 
city.” 

Eoman pride rang out amidst the old lady’s bad 
temper. Why, indeed, show one’s sores to foreigners, 
whose visit is possibly prompted by hostile curiosity ? 
One always ought to look beautiful ; Eome should not 
be shown otherwise than in the garb of glory. 

hTarcisse, however, had taken possession of Pierre. 
^^It’s true, my dear Abbe,” said he; forgot to rec- 
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ommend that stroll to you. You really must visit the 
new district built over the castle meadows. It’s typi- 
cal, and sums up all the others. And you won’t lose 
your time there, I’ll warrant you, for nowhere can 
you learn more about the E»ome of the present day. 
It’s extraordinary, extraordinary I ” Then, addressing 
Benedetta, he added, '^s it decided? Shall we say 
to-morrow morning ? You’ll find the Abbe and me 
over there, for I want to explain matters to him be- 
forehand, in order that he may understand them. 
What do you say to ten o’clock ? ” 

Before answering him the Contessina turned towards 
her aunt and respectfully opposed her views. But 
Monsieui’ I’Abbe, aunt, has met enough beggars in our 
streets already, so he may well see everything. Be- 
sides, judging by his book, he won’t see worse things 
than he has seen in Paris. As he says in one passage, 
hunger is the same all the world over.” Then, with 
her sensible air, she gently laid siege to Dario. You 
know, Dario,” said she, ^^you would please me very 
much by taking me there. We can go in the carriage 
and join these gentlemen. It will be a very pleasant 
outing for us. It is such a long time since we went 
out together.” 

It was certainly that idea of going out with Dario, 
of having a pretext for a complete reconciliation with 
him, that enchanted her; he himself realised it, and, 
unable to escape, he tried to treat the matter as a joke. 
^^Ah! cousin,” he said, ^4t will be your fault; I shall 
have the nightmare for a week. An excursion like 
that spoils all the enjoyment of life for days and 
days.” 
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Tlie mere thonglit made him quiver with, revolt. 
However; laughter again rang out around him, and, 
in spite of Donna Serafina’s mute disapproval; the 
appointment was finally fixed for the following morn- 
ing at ten o^clock. Celia as she went off expressed 
deep regret that she could not form one of the party ; 
but; with the closed candour of a budding lily; she 
really took interest in Pierina alone. As she reached 
the ante-room she whispered in her friend^s ear: 

Take a good look at that beauty; my dear, so as to 
tell me whether she is so very beautiful — beautiful 
beyond compare.^^ 

When Pierre met Harcisse near the Castle of Sant’ 
Angelo on the morrow, at nine o’clock, he was sur- 
prised to find him again languid and enraptured, 
plunged anew in artistic enthusiasm. At first not a 
word was said of the excursion. Harcisse related 
that he had risen at sunrise in order that he might 
spend an hour before Bernini’s Santa Teresa.” It 
seemed that when he did not see that statue for a 
week he suffered as acutely as if he were parted from 
some cherished mistress. And his adoration varied 
with the time of day, according to the light in which 
he beheld the figure : in the morning, when the pale 
glow of dawn steeped it in whiteness,, he worshipped 
it with quite a mystical transport of the soul, whilst in 
the afternoon, when the glow of the declining sun’s 
oblique rays seemed to permeate the marble, his pas- 
sion became as fiery red as the blood of martyrs. 

Ah 1 my friend,” said he with a weary air whilst his 
dreamy eyes faded to mauve, ^^you have no idea how 
delightful and perturbing her awakening was this 
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morning — how languorously she opened her eyes, 
like a pure, candid virgin, emerging from the em- 
brace of the Divinity. One could die of rapture at 
the sight 

Then, growing calm again when he had taken a few 
steps, he resumed in the voice of a practical man who 
does not lose his balance in the affairs of life : WeTl 
walk slowly towards the castle-fields district — the 
buildings yonder ; and on our way ITl tell you what I 
know of the things we shall see there. It was the 
maddest affair imaginable, one of those delirious fren- 
zies of speculation which have a splendour of their 
own, just like the superb, monstrous masterpiece of 
a man of genius whose mind is unhinged. I was told 
of it all by some relatives of mine, who took part in 
the gambling, and, in point of fact, made a good deal 
of money by it.’^ 

Thereupon, with the clearness and precision of a 
financier, employing technical terms with perfect ease, 
he recounted the extraordinary adventure. That all 
Italy, on the morrow of the occupation of Dome, 
should have been delirious with enthusiasm at the 
thought of at last possessing the ancient and glorious 
city, the eternal capital to which the empire of the 
world had been promised, was but natural. It was, 
so to say, a legitimate explosion of the delight and the 
hopes of a young nation anxious to show its power. 
The question was to make Eome a modern capital 
worthy of a great kingdom, and before aught else 
there were sanitary requirements to be dealt with: 
the city needed to be cleansed of all the filth which 
disgraced it. One cannot nowadays imagine in what 
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abominable putrescence tbe city of tbe popes, tbe 
Moma spoTca wbicli artists regret, was tben steeped : 
tbe vast majority of tbe bouses lacked even tbe most 
primitive arrangements, tbe public thoroughfares were 
used for all purposes, noble ruins served as store-places 
for sewage, tbe princely palaces were surrounded by 
filth, and tbe streets were perfect manure beds which 
fostered frequent epidemics. Thus vast municipal 
works were absolutely necessary, tbe question was 
one of health and life itself. And in much tbe same 
way it was only right to think of building bouses for 
tbe newcomers, who would assuredly flock into tbe 
city. There bad been a precedent at Berlin, whose 
population, after tbe establishment of tbe German 
empire, bad suddenly increased by some hundreds of 
thousands. In tbe same way tbe population of Borne 
would certainly be doubled, tripled, quadrupled, for 
as tbe new centre of national life tbe city would nec- 
essarily attract all tbe vis viva of tbe provinces. And 
at this thought pride stepped in: tbe fallen govern- 
ment of tbe Vatican must be shown what Italy was 
capable of achieving, what splendour she would bestow 
on tbe new and third Borne, which, by tbe magnifi- 
cence of its thoroughfares and tbe multitude of its 
people, would far excel either tbe imperial or tbe 
papal city. 

True, during tbe early years some prudence was 
observed; wisely enough, bouses were only built in 
proportion as they were required. Tbe population 
bad doubled at one bound, rising from two to four 
hundred thousand souls, thanks to tbe arrival of tbe 
little world of employees and officials of tbe public 
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services — all tliose who live on the State or hope to 
live on it, without mentioning the idlers and enjoyers 
of life whom a Court always carries in its train. How- 
ever, this influx of newcomers was a first cause of in- 
toxication, for every one imagined that the increase 
would continue, and, in fact, become more and more 
rapid. And so the city of the day before no longer 
seemed large enough; it was necessary to make im- 
mediate preparations for the morrow’s need by enlarg- 
ing Borne on all sides. Folks talked, too, of the Paris 
of the second empire, which had been so extended and 
transformed into a city of light and health. But 
unfortunately on the banks of the Tiber there was 
neither any preconcerted general plan nor any clear- 
seeing man, master of the situation, supported by 
powerful financial organisations. And the work, be- 
gun by pride, prompted by the ambition of surpassing 
the Borne of the Caesars and the Popes, the determi- 
nation to make the eternal, predestined city the queen 
and centre of the world once more, was completed by 
speculation, one of those extraordinary gambling fren- 
zies, those tempests which arise, rage, destroy, and 
carry everything away without premonitory warning 
or possibility of arresting their course. All at once it 
was rumoured that land bought at five francs the metre 
had been sold again for a hundred francs the metre ; 
and thereupon the fever arose — the fever of a nation 
which is passionately fond of gambling. A flight of 
speculators descending from hTorth Italy swooped down 
upon Borne, the noblest and easiest of preys. Those 
needy, famished mountaineers found spoils for every 
appetite in that voluptuous South where life is so be- 
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nign^ and tiie very deligMs of tlie climate lielped to 
corrupt and hasten moral gangrene. At first, too, it 
was merely necessary to stoop ; money was to be found 
by the shovelful among the rubbish of the fiLrst dis- 
tricts which were opened up. People who were clever 
enough to scent the course which the new thorough- 
fares would take and purchase buildings threatened 
with demolition increased their capital tenfold in a 
couple of years. And after that the contagion spread, 
infecting all classes — the princes, burgesses, petty pro- 
prietors, even the shop-keepers, bakers, grocers, and 
boot-makers ; the delirium rising to such a pitch that 
a mere baker subsequently failed for forty-five mil- 
lions.^ IsTothing, indeed, was left but rageful gam- 
bling, in which the stakes were millions, whilst the 
lands and the houses became mere fictions, mere pre- 
texts for stock-exchange operations. And thus the old 
hereditary pride, which had dreamt of transforming 
Pome into the capital of the world, was heated to 
madness by the high fever of speculation — folks buy- 
ing, and building, and selling without limit, without 
a pause, even as one might throw shares upon the 
market as fast and as long as presses can be found 
to print them. 

hTo other city in course of evolution has ever furnished 
such a spectacle. JSTowadays, when one strives to pen- 
etrate things one is confounded. The population had 
increased to five hundred thousand, and then seem- 
ingly remained stationary ; nevertheless, new districts 
continued to sprout up more thickly than ever. Yet 
what folly it was not to wait for a further influx of 
1 1,800,OOOZ. See ante^ p. 340, note. — Trans, 
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inliabitaiits ! Wliy continue piling up accommodation 
for thousands of families whose advent was uncertain ? 
The only excuse lay in having beforehand propounded 
the proposition that the third Eome, the triumphant 
capital of Italy, could not count less than a million 
souls, and in regarding that proposition as indispu- 
table fact. The people had not come, but they surely 
would come : no patriot could doubt it without being 
guilty of treason. And so houses were built and built 
without a pause, for the half-million citizens who were 
coming. There was no anxiety as to the date of their 
arrival 5 it was sufficient that they should be expected. 
Inside Eome the companies which had been formed 
in connection with the new thoroughfares passing 
through the old, demolished, pestiferous districts, cer- 
tainly sold or let their house property, and thereby 
realised large profits. But, as the craze increased, 
other companies were established for the purpose of 
erecting yet more and more districts outside Eome — 
veritable little towns, of which there was no need 
whatever. Beyond the Porta San G-iovanni and the 
Porta San Lorenzo, suburbs sprang up as by miracle. 
A town was sketched out over the vast estate of the 
"Villa Ludovisi, from the Porta Pia to the Porta Sa- 
laria and even as far as SanP Agnese. And then 
came an attempt to make quite a little city, with 
church, school, and market, arise all at once on the 
fields of the Castle of SanP Angelo. And it was no 
question of small dwellings for labourers, modest flats 
for employees, and others of limited means j no, it 
was a question of colossal mansions three and four 
storeys high, displaying uniform and endless facades 
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•wlticli made these new excentral quarters quite Baby- 
lonian, such districts, indeed, as only capitals endowed 
with intense life, like Paris and London, could con- 
trive to populate. However, such were the monstrous 
products of pride and gambling ; and what a page of 
history, what a bitter lesson now that Borne, finan- 
cially ruined, is further disgraced by that hideous 
girdle of empty, and, for the most part, uncompleted 
carcases, whose ruins already strew the grassy streets ! 

The fatal collapse, the disaster proved a frightful 
one. Harcisse explained its causes and recounted its 
phases so clearly that Pierre fully understood. Natur- 
ally enough, numerous financial companies had sprouted 
up : the Immobiliere, the Societa d’Edilizia e Constru- 
zione, the Pondaria, the Tiberiana, and the Esquilino. 
Nearly all of them built, erected huge houses, entire 
streets of them, for purposes of sale ; but they also 
gambled in land, selling plots at large profit to petty 
speculators, who also dreamt of making large profits 
amidst the continuous, fictitious rise brought about by 
the growing fever of agiotage. And the worst was 
that the petty speculators, the middle-class people, the 
inexperienced shop-keepers without capital, were crazy 
enough to build in their turn by borrowing of the 
banks or applying to the companies which had sold 
them the land for sufficient cash to enable them to 
complete their structures. As a general rule, to avoid 
the loss of everything, the companies were one day 
compelled to take back both land and buildings, in- 
complete though the latter might be, and from the 
congestion which resulted they were bound to perish. 
If the expected million of people had arrived to 
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occupy the dwellings prepared for them the gains 
would have been fabulous, and in ten years Eome 
might have become one of the most flourishing capi- 
tals of the world. But the people did not come, and 
the dwellings remained empty. Moreover, the build- 
ings erected by the companies were too large and 
costly for the average investor inclined to put his 
money into house property. Heredity had acted, the 
builders had planned things on too huge a scale, rais- 
ing a series of magnificent piles whose purpose was to 
dwarf those of all other ages j but, as it happened, 
they were fated to remain lifeless and deserted, testi- 
fying with wondrous eloquence to the impotence of 
pride. 

So there was no private capital that dared or could 
take the place of that of the companies. Elsewhere, 
in Paris for instance, new districts have been erected 
and embellishments have been carried out with the 
capital of the country — the money saved by dint of 
thrift. But in Rome all was built on the credit sys- 
tem, either by means of bills of exchange at ninety 
days, or — and this was chiefly the case — by borrow- 
ing money abroad. The huge sum sunk in these en- 
terprises is estimated at a milliard, four-fifths of which 
was French money. The bankers did everything ; the 
French ones lent to the Italian bankers at or 4 per 
cent.; and the Italian bankers accommodated the 
speculators, the Roman builders, at 6, 7, and even 8 
per cent. And thus the disaster was great indeed 
when France, learning of Italy’s alliance with G-er- 
many, withdrew her 800,000,000 francs in less than 
two years. The Italian banks were drained of their 
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specie, and the land and building companies, being 
likewise compelled to reimburse their loans, were com- 
pelled to apply to the banks of issue, those privileged 
to issue notes. At the same time they intimidated 
the G-overnment, threatening to stop all work and 
throw 40,000 artisans and labourers starving on the 
pavement of Eome if it did not compel the banks 
of issue to lend them the five or six millions of paper 
which they needed. And this the Government at last 
did, appalled by the possibility of universal bank- 
ruptcy. Katurally, however, the five or six millions 
could not be paid back at maturity, as the newly built 
houses found neither purchasers nor tenants ; and so 
the great fall began, and continued with a rush, heap- 
ing ruin upon ruin. The petty speculators fell on the 
builders, the builders on the land companies, the land 
companies on the banks of issue, and the latter on the 
public credit, ruining the nation. And that was how 
a mere municipal crisis became a frightful disaster : a 
whole milliard sunk to no purpose, Eome disfigured, 
littered with the ruins of the gaping and empty dwell- 
ings which had been prepared for the five or six hun- 
dred thousand inhabitants for whom the city yet waits 
in vain ! 

Moreover, in the breeze of glory which swept by, 
the state itself took a colossal view of things. It was 
a question of at once making Italy triumphant and 
perfect, of accomplishing in five and twenty years 
what other nations have required centuries to effect. 
So there was feverish activity and a prodigious outlay 
on canals, ports, roads, railway lines, and improve- 
ments in all the great cities. Directly after the alii- 
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ance with Germany, moreover, the mUitary and naval 
estimates began to devour millions to no purpose. 
And the ever gromng financial requirements were 
simply met by the issue of paper, by a fresh loan 
each succeeding year. In Rome alone, too, the build- 
ing of the Ministry of War cost ten millions, that of 
the Ministry of Finances fifteen, whilst a hundred 
was spent on the yet unfinished quays, and two 
hundred and fifty were sunk on works of defence 
around the city. And all this was a flare of the old 
hereditary pride, springing from that soil whose sap 
can only blossom in extravagant projects; the deter- 
mination to dazzle and conquer the world which comes 
as soon as one has climbed to the Capitol, even though 
one^s feet rest amidst the accumulated dust of all the 
forms of human power which have there crumbled 
one above the other. 

^^And, my dear friend,” continued Marcisse, ^^if I 
could go into all the stories that are current, that are 
whispered here and there, you would be stupefied at 
the insanity which overcame the whole city amidst 
the terrible fever to which the gambling passion gave 
rise. Folks of small account, and fools and ignorant 
people were not the only ones to be ruined ; nearly all 
the Roman nobles lost their ancient fortunes, their 
gold and their palaces and their galleries of master- 
pieces, which they owed to the munificence of the 
popes. The colossal wealth which it had taken cen- 
turies of nepotism to pile up in the hands of a few 
melted away like wax, in less than ten years, in the 
levelling fire of modern speculation.” Then, forget- 
ting that he was speaking to a priest, he went on to 
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relate one of the whispered stories to which he had 
alluded : There’s our good friend Dario^ Prince Boc- 
canera, the last of the name, reduced to live on the 
crumbs which fall to him from his uncle the Cardinal, 
who has little beyond his stipend left him. Well, 
Dario would be a rich man had it not been for that 
extraordinary affair of the Villa Montefiori. You 
have heard of it, no doubt; how Prince Onofrio, 
Dario’s father, speculated, sold the villa grounds for 
ten millions, then bought them back and built on 
them, and how, at last, not only the ten millions were 
lost, but also all that remained of the once colossal 
fortune of the Boccaneras. What you haven’t been 
told, however, is the secret part which Count Prada — 
our Contessina’s husband — played in the affair. He 
was the lover of Princess Boccanera, the beautiful 
Plavia Montefiori, who had brought the villa as dowry 
to the old Prince. She was a very fine woman, much 
younger than her husband, and it is positively said 
that it was through her that Prada mastered the 
Prince — for she held her old doting husband at arm’s 
length whenever he hesitated to give a signature or 
go farther into the affair of which he scented the 
danger. And in all this Prada gained the millions 
which he now spends, while as for the beautiful 
Plavia, you are aware, no doubt, that she saved a 
little fortune from the wreck and bought herself a 
second and much younger husband, whom she turned 
into a Marquis Montefiori. In the whole affair the 
only victim is our good friend Dario, who is abso- 
lutely ruined, and wishes to marry his cousin, who 
is as poor as himself. It’s true that she’s determined 
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to have him, and that it^s impossible for him not to 
reciprocate her love. But for that he would have 
already married some American girl with a dowry of 
millions, like so many of the ruined princes, on the 
verge of starvation, have done 5 that is, unless the 
Cardinal and Donna Serafina had opposed such a 
match, which would not have been surprising, proud 
and stubborn as they are, anxious to preserve the 
purity of their old Eoman blood. However, let us 
hope that Dario and the exquisite Benedetta will 
some day be happy together.’’ 

ISTarcisse paused; but, after taking a few steps in 
silence, he added in a lower tone: ^^I’ve a relative 
who picked up nearly three millions in that Villa 
Montefiori affair. Ah! I regret that I wasn’t here in 
those heroic days of speculation. It must have been 
very amusing; and what strokes there were for a man 
of self-possession to make! ” 

However, all at once, as he raised his head, he saw 
before him the Quart iere dei Prati — the new district 
of the castle fields; and his face thereupon changed: 
he again became an artist, indignant with the modern 
abominations with which old Borne had been disfig- 
ured. His eyes paled, and a curl of his lips expressed 
the bitter disdain of a dreamer whose passion for the 
vanished centuries was sorely hurt: ^^Look, look at 
it all I ” he exclaimed. To think of it, in the city 
of Augustus, the city of Leo X, the city of eternal 
power and eternal beauty I ” 

Pierre himself was thunderstruck. The meadows 
of the Castle of Sant’ Angelo, dotted with a few poplar 
trees, had here formerly stretched alongside the Tiber 
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as far as tlie first slopes of Monte Mario, tlius supply- 
ing, to the satisfaction of artists, a foreground or 
greenery to the Borgo and the dome of St. Peter’s. 
But now, amidst the white, leprous, overturned plain, 
there stood a town of huge, massive houses, cubes of 
stone-work, invariably the same, with broad streets 
intersecting one another at right angles. Prom end 
to end similar facades appeared, suggesting series of 
convents, barracks, or hospitals. Extraordinary and 
painful was the impression produced by this town so 
suddenly immobilised whilst in course of erection. 
It was as if on some accursed morning a wicked magi- 
cian had with one touch of his wand stopped the works 
and emptied the noisy stone-yards, leaving the build- 
ings in mournful abandonment. Here on one side 
the soil had been banked up; there deep pits dug for 
foundations had remained gaping, overrun with weeds. 
There were houses whose halls scarcely rose above the 
level of the soil; others which had been raised to a 
second or third floor; others, again, which had been 
carried as high as was intended, and even roofed in, 
suggesting skeletons or empty cages. Then there 
were houses finished excepting that their walls had 
not been plastered, others which had been left with- 
out window frames, shutters, or doors ; others, again, 
which had their doors and shutters, but were nailed 
up like co£S.ns with not a soul inside them; and yet 
others which were partly, and in a few cases fully, 
inhabited — animated by the most unexpected of 
populations. And no words could describe the fear- 
ful mournfulness of that City of the Sleeping Beauty, 
hushed into mortal slumber before it had even lived. 
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lying annihilated beneath the heavy sun pending an 
awakening which, likely enough, would never come. 

I’ollowing his companion, Pierre walked along the 
broad, deserted streets, where all was still as in a 
cemetery. hTot a vehicle nor a pedestrian passed by. 
Some streets had no footways; weeds were covering 
the unpaved roads, turning them once more into 
fields; and yet there were temporary gas lamps, mere 
leaden pipes bound to poles, which had been there for 
years. To avoid payment of the door and window 
tax, the house owners had generally closed all aper- 
tures with planks; while some houses, of which little 
had been built, were surrounded by high palings for 
fear lest their cellars should become the dens of all 
the bandits of the district. But the most painful sight 
of all was that of the young ruins, the proud, lofty 
structures, which, although unfinished, were already 
cracking on all sides, and required the support of an 
intricate arrangement of timbers to prevent them from 
falling in dust upon the ground. A pang came to 
one’s heart as though one was in a city which some 
scourge had depopulated — pestilence, war, or bom- 
bardment, of which these gaping car-cases seem to 
retain the mark. Then at the thought that this was 
abortment, not death— that destruction would com- 
plete its work before the dreamt-of, vainly awaited 
denizens would bring life to the still-born houses, one s 
melancholy deepened to hopeless discouragement. 
And at each corner, moreover, there was the frightful 
irony of the magnificent marble slabs which bore the 
names of the streets, illustrious historical names, 
Gracchus, Scipio, Pliny, Pompey, Julius Caesar, 
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blazing forth, on those unfinished; crumbling walls 
like a buffet dealt by the Past to modern incom- 
petency. 

Then Pierre was once more struck by tbis truth — 
that whosoever possesses Eome is consumed by the 
building frenzy, the passion for marble, the boastful 
desire to build and leave his monument of glory to 
future generations. After the Caesars and the Popes 
had come the Italian Government, which was no 
sooner master of the city than it wished to recon- 
struct it, make it more splendid, more huge than it 
had ever been before. It was the fatal suggestion of 
the soil itself — the blood of Augustus rushing to the 
brain of these last-comers and urging them to a mad 
desire to make the third Eome the queen of the earth. 
Thence had come all the vast schemes such as the 
Cyclopean quays and the mere ministries struggling 
to outvie the Colosseum; and thence had come all the 
new districts of gigantic houses which had sprouted 
like towns around the ancient city. It was not only 
on the castle fields, but at the Porta San Giovanni, 
the Porta San Lorenzo, the Yilla Ludovisi, and on the 
heights of the Viminal and the Esquiline that unfin- 
ished, empty districts were already crumbling amidst 
the weeds of their deserted streets. After two thou- 
sand years of prodigious fertility the soil really seemed 
to be exhausted. Even as in very old fruit gardens 
newly planted plum and cherry trees wither and die, 
so the new walls, no doubt, found no life in that old 
dust of Eome, impoverished by the immemorial 
growth of so many temples, circuses, arches, basil- 
icas, and churches. And thus the modern houses, 
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wMch men liad sought to render fruitful, the useless, 
over-huge houses, swollen with hereditary ambition, 
had been unable to attain maturity, and remained 
there sterile like dry bushes on a plot of land ex- 
hausted by over-cultivation. And the frightful sad- 
ness that one felt arose from the fact that so creative 
and great a past had culminated in such present-day 
impoteney — Eome, who had covered the world with 
indestructible monuments, now so reduced that she 
could only generate ruins. 

“ Oh, they^l be finished some day ! said Pierre. 

Narcisse gazed at him in astonishment: ^^For 
whom?” 

That was the cruel question! Only by dint of 
patriotic enthusiasm on the morrow of the conquest 
had one been able to indulge in the hope of a mighty 
infl.ux of population, and now singular blindness was 
needed for the belief that such an indux would ever 
take place. The past experiments seemed decisive ; 
moreover, there was no reason why the population 
should double : Eome offered neither the attraction of 
pleasure nor that of gain to be amassed in commerce 
and industry for those she had not, nor of intensity of 
social and intellectual life, since of this she seemed 
no longer capable. In any case, years and years 
would be requisite. And, meantime, how could one 
people those houses which were finished j and for 
whom was one to finish those which had remained 
mere skeletons, falling to pieces under sun and rain? 
Must they all remain there indefinitely, some gaunt 
and open to every blast and others closed and silent 
like tombs, in the wretched hideousness of their 



ROME 


399 


inutility and abandonment? Wbat a texrible proof 
of error they offered under tbe radiant sky! Tke 
new masters of Eome bad made a bad start, and even 
if they now knew wbat they ought to have done would 
they have tbe courage to undo wbat they bad done? 
Since tbe milliard sunk there seemed to be definitely 
lost and wasted, one actually hoped for tbe advent of 
a Nero, endowed with mighty, sovereign will, who 
would take torch and pick and burn and raze every- 
thing in the avenging name of reason and beauty. 

“ Ah ! ” resumed Narcisse, here are the Contessina 
and the Prince.” 

Benedetta had told the coachman to pull up in one 
of the open spaces intersecting the deserted streets, 
and now along the broad, quiet, grassy road — well 
fitted for a lovers’ stroll — she was approaching on 
Dario’s arm, both of them delighted with their outing, 
and no longer thinking of the sad things which they 
had come to see. “ What a nice day it is ! ” the Con- 
tessina gaily exclaimed as she reached Pierre and 
Narcisse. “How pleasant the sunshine is! It’s quite 
a treat to be able to walk about a little as if one were 
in the country ! ” 

Dario was the first to cease smiling at the blue sky, 
all the delight of his stroll with his cousin on his arm 
suddenly departing. “My dear,” said he, “we must 
go to see those people, since you are bent on it, though 
it will certainly spoil our day. But first I must take 
my bearings. I’m not particularly clever, you know, 
in finding my way in places where I don’t care to go. 
Besides, this district is idiotic with all its dead streets 
and dead houses, and never a face or a shop to serve 
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as a reminder. Still I think the place is over yonder, 
follow me; at all events, we shall see.’^ 

The four friends then wended their way towards 
the central part of the district, the part facing the 
Tiber, where a small nucleus of a population had 
collected. The landlords turned the few completed 
houses to the best advantage they could, letting the 
rooms at very low rentals, and waiting patiently 
enough for payment. Some needy employees, some 
poverty-stricken families had thus installed them- 
selves there, and in the long run contrived to pay 
a trifle for their accommodation. In consequence, 
however, of the demolition of the ancient Grhetto and 
the opening of the new streets by which air had been 
let into the Trastevere district, perfect hordes of 
tatterdemalions, famished and homeless, and almost 
without garments, had swooped upon the unfinished 
houses, filling them with wretchedness and vermin; 
and it had been necessary to tolerate this lawless 
occupation lest all the frightful misery should remain 
displayed in the public thoroughfares. And so it was 
to those frightful tenants that had fallen the huge 
four and five storeyed palaces, entered by monumental 
doorways flanked by lofty statues and having carved 
balconies upheld by caryatides all along their fronts. 
Each family had made its choice, often closing the 
frameless windows with boards and the gaping door- 
ways with rags, and occupying now an entire princely 
flat and now a few small rooms, according to its taste. 
Horrid-looking linen hung drying from the carved 
balconies, foul stains already degraded the white 
walls, and from the magnificent porches, intended 
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for sumptuous equipages, there poured a stream of 
filth which rotted in stagnant pools in the roads, 
where there was neither pavement nor footpath. 

On two occasions already Dario had caused his 
companions to retrace their steps. He was losing 
his way and becoming more and more gloomy. 
ought to have taken to the left,^^ said he, but how 
is one to know amidst such a set as that! ” 

Parties of verminous children were now to be seen 
rolling in the dust; they were wondrously dirty, 
almost naked, with black skins and tangled locks as 
coarse as horsehair. There were also women in sor- 
did skirts and with their loose jackets unhooked. 
Many stood talking together in yelping voices, whilst 
others, seated on old chairs with their hands on their 
knees, remained like that idle for hours. Hot many 
men were met; but a few lay on the scorched grass, 
sleeping heavily in the sunlight. However, the 
stench was becoming unbearable — a stench of misery 
as when the human animal eschews all cleanliness to 
wallow in filth. And matters were made worse by 
the smell from a small, improvised market — the 
emanations of the rotting fruit, cooked and sour 
vegetables, and stale fried fish which a few poor 
women had set out on the ground amidst a throng of 
famished, covetous children. 

“Ah! well, my dear, I really don^t know where it 
is,’’ all at once exclaimed the Prince, addressing his 
cousin. “Be reasonable; we’ve surely seen enough; 
let’s go back to the carriage.” 

He was really suffering, and, as Benedetta had said, 
he did not know how to suffer. It seemed to him 
VOL. I. — 26 
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monstrous that one should sadden one’s life by such 
an excursion as this. Life ought to be buoyant and 
benign under the clear shy, brightened by pleasant 
sights, by dance and song. And he, with his naive 
egotism, had a positive horror of ugliness, poverty, 
and suffering, the sight of which caused him both 
mental and physical pain. 

Benedetta shuddered even as he did, but in presence 
of Pierre she desired to be brave. Grlancing at him, 
and seeing how deeply interested and compassionate 
he looked, she desired to persevere in her effort to 
sympathise with the humble and the wretched. “ N'o, 
no, Dario, we must stay. These gentlemen wish to 
see everything — is it not so?” 

^^Oh, the Borne of to-day is here,” exclaimed 
Pierre 5 ^^this tells one more abont it than all the 
promenades among the ruins and the monuments.” 

“You exaggerate, my dear Abb^’^ declared ISTarcisse. 
“ Still, I will admit that it is very interesting. Some 
of the old women are particularly expressive.” 

At this moment Benedetta, seeing a superbly beau- 
tiful girl in front of her, could not restrain a cry of 
enraptured admiration: “ 0 dellezza I ” 

And then Dario, having recognised the girl, ex- 
claimed with the same delight : “ Why, it^s La Pierina 5 
she’ll show us the way.” 

The girl had been following the party for a moment 
already without daring to approach. Her eyes, glit- 
tering with the joy of a loving slave, had at first 
darted towards the Prince, and then had hastily scru- 
tinised the Gontessina — not, however, with any show 
of jealons anger, but with an expression of affectionate 
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submission and resigned happiness at seeing that she 
also was very beautifuL And the girl fully answered 
to the Princess description of her — tall, sturdy, with 
the bust of a goddess, a real antique, a Juno of 
twenty, her chin somewhat prominent, her mouth 
and nose perfect in contour, her eyes large and full 
like a heifer’s, and her whole face quite dazzling — 
gilded, so to say, by a sunflash — beneath her casque 
of heavy jet-black hair. 

So you will show us the way ? ” said Benedetta, 
familiar and smiling, already consoled for all the 
surrounding ugliness by the thought that there should 
be such beautiful creatures in the world, 

“Oh yes, signora, yes, at once!” And thereupon 
Pierina ran olf before them, her feet in shoes which 
at any rate had no holes, whilst the old brown woollen 
dress which she wore appeared to have been recently 
washed and mended. One seemed to divine in her a 
certain coquettish care, a desire for cleanliness, which 
none of the others displayed; unless, indeed, it were 
simply that her great beauty lent radiance to her 
humble garments and made her appear a goddess. 

“(%e dellezza! che bellezza!” the Contessina re- 
peated without wearying. “ That girl, Dario m^o, is 
a real feast for the eyes I ” 

“I knew she would please you,” he quietly replied, 
flattered at having discovered such a beauty, and no 
longer talking of departure, since he could at last 
rest his eyes on something pleasant. 

Behind them came Pierre, likewise full of admira- 
tion, whilst l^arcisse spoke to him of the scrupulosity 
of his own tastes, which were for the rare and the 
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subtle. She's beautiful, no doubt,” said be 5 “but 
at bottom nothing can be more gross than the Koman 
style of beauty; there's no soul, none of the infinite 
in it. These girls simply have blood under their 
skins without ever a glimpse of heaven.” 

Meantime Pierina had stopped, and with a wave of 
the hand directed attention to her mother, who sat on 
a broken box beside the lofty doorway of an unfinished 
mansion. She also must have once been very beauti- 
ful, but at forty she was already a wreck, with dim 
eyes, drawn mouth, black teeth, broadly wrinkled 
countenance, and huge fallen bosom. And she was 
also fearfully dirty, her grey wavy hair dishevelled 
and her skirt and jacket soiled and slit, revealing 
glimpses of grimy flesh. On her knees she held a 
sleeping infant, her last-born, at whom she gazed like 
one overwhelmed and courageless, like a beast of 
burden resigned to her fate. 

‘^Bene, fterie,” said she, raising her head, “it's the 
gentleman who came to give me a crown because he 
saw you crying. And he's come back to see us with 
some friends. Well, well, there are some good hearts 
in the world after all." 

Then she related their story, but in a spiritless 
way, without seeking to move her visitors. She was 
called Giacinta, it appeared, and had married a mason, 
one Tomaso Gozzo, by whom she had had seven chil- 
dren, Pierina, then Tito, a big fellow of eighteen, 
then four more girls, each at an interval of two years, 
and finally the infant, a boy, whom she now had on her 
lap. They had long lived in the Trastevere district, 
in an old house which had lately been pulled down; 
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and their existence seemed to have then been shat- 
tered, for since they had taken refuge in the Quartiere 
dei Prati the crisis in the building trade had reduced 
Tomaso and Tito to absolute idleness, and the bead fac- 
tory -where Pierina had earned as much as tenpence 
a day — just enough to prevent them from dying of 
hunger — had closed its doors. At present not one 
of them had any work; they lived purely by chance. 

“If you like to go up,^^ the woman added, “youTl 
find Tomaso there with his brother Ambrogio, whom 
weVe taken to live with us. TheyTl know better 
than I what to say to you. Tomaso is resting; but 
what else can he do? It^s like Tito — he^s dozing 
over there. 

So saying she pointed towards the dry grass amidst 
which lay a tall young fellow with a pronounced nose, 
hard mouth, and eyes as admirable as Pierina’s. He 
had raised his head to glance suspiciously at the vis- 
itors, a fierce frown gathering on his forehead when 
he remarked how rapturously his sister contemplated 
the Prince. Then he let his head fall again, but kept 
his eyes open, watching the pair stealthily. 

“Take the lady and gentlemen upstairs, Pierina, 
since they would like to see the place, said the 
mother. 

Other women had now drawn near, shufding along 
with bare feet in old shoes; bands of children, too, 
were swarming around; little girls but half clad, 
amongst whom, no doubt, were Giacinta^s four. 
However, with their black eyes under their tangled 
mops they were all so much alike that only their 
mothers could identify them. And the whole resem- 
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bled a teeming camp of misery pitched on that spot 
of majestic disaster, that street of palaces, unfinished 
yet already in ruins. 

With a soft, loving smile, Benedetta turned to her 
cousin. ''Don't you come up," she gently said; "I 
don't desire your death, Dario mio. It was very 
good of you to come so far. Wait for me here in the 
pleasant sunshine: Monsieur I'Abbe and Monsieur 
Habert will go up with me." 

Dario began to laugh, and willingly acquiesced. 
Then lighting a cigarette, he walked slowly up and 
down, well pleased with the mildness of the atmos- 
phere. 

La Pierina had already darted into the spacious 
porch whose lofty, vaulted ceiling was adorned with 
coffers displaying a rosaceous pattern. However, a 
Veritable manure heap covered such marble slabs as 
had already been laid in the vestibule, whilst the 
steps of the monumental stone staircase with sculpt- 
ured balustrade were already cracked and so grimy 
that they seemed almost black. On all sides appeared 
the greasy stains of hands; the walls, whilst awaiting 
the painter and gilder, had been smeared with repulsive 
filth. 

On reaching the spacious first-floor landing Pierina 
paused, and contented herself with calling through a 
gaping portal which lacked both door and framework : 
"Pather, here's a lady and two gentlemen to see you." 
Then to the Contessina she added: "It's the third 
room at the end." And forthwith she herself rapidly 
descended the stairs, hastening back to her passion. 

Benedetta and her companions passed through two 
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large rooms, bossy with, plaster under foot and baying 
frameless windows wide open upon space; and at last 
they reached a third room, where the whole Gozzo 
family had installed itself with the remnants it used 
as furniture. On the floor, where the bare iron 
girders showed, no boards haying been laid down, 
were fiye or six leprous-looking palliasses, A long 
table, which was still strong, occupied the centre of 
the room, and here and there were a few old, damaged, 
straw-seated chairs mended with bits of rope. The 
great business had been to close two of the three win- 
dows with boards, whilst the third one and the door 
were screened with some old mattress ticking studded 
with stains and holes. 

Tomaso’s face expressed the surprise of a man who 
is unaccustomed to yisits of charity. Seated at the 
table, with his elbows resting on it and his chin sup- 
ported by his hands, he was taking repose, as his wife 
Giacinta had said. He was a sturdy fellow of fiye 
and forty, bearded and long-haired; and, in spite of 
all his misery and idleness, his large face had remained 
as serene as that of a E-oman senator. Howeyer, the 
sight of the two foreigners — for such he at once 
judged Pierre and Harcisse to be, made him rise to 
his feet with sudden distrust. But he smiled on 
recognising Benedetta, and as she began to speak of 
Dario, and to explain the charitable purpose of their 
yisit, he interrupted her: ^^Yes, yes, I know, Con- 
tessina. Oh! I well know who you are, for in my 
father’s time I once walled up a window at the 
Palazzo Boccanera.” 

Then he complaisantly allowed himself to be 
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questioned, telling Pierre, wlio was surprised, tliat 
althouglL they were certainly not happy they would 
have found life tolerable had they been able to work 
two days a week. And one could divine that he was, 
at heart, fairly well content to go on short commons, 
provided that he could live as he listed without 
fatigue. His narrative and his manner suggested the 
familiar locksmith who, on being summoned by a 
traveller to open his trunk, the key of which was 
lost, sent word that he could not possibly disturb 
himself during the hour of the siesta. In short, 
there was no rent to pay, as there were plenty of 
empty mansions open to the poor, and a few coppers 
would have sufficed for food, easily contented and 
sober as one was. 

“But oh, sir,” Tomaso continued, “things were 
ever so much better under the Pope. My father, a 
mason like myself, worked at the Vatican all his life, 
and even now, when I myself get a job or two, it^s 
always there. We were spoilt, you see, by those ten 
years of busy Work, when we never left our ladders 
and earned as much as we pleased. Of course, we 
fed ourselves better, and bought ourselves clothes, 
and took such pleasure as we cared for; so that it’s all 
the harder nowadays to have to stint ourselves. But 
if you’d only come to see us in the Pope’s time ! Ho 
taxes, everything to be had for nothing, so to say — 
why, one merely had to let oneself live.” 

At this moment a growl arose from one of the 
palliasses lying in the shade of the boarded windows, 
and the mason, in his slow, quiet way, ' resumed ; 
“It’s my brother Ambrogio, who isn’t of my opinion. 
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He was with the Eepublicans in ^49, when he was 
fourteen. But it doesn’t matter 5 we took him with 
us when we heard that he was dying of hunger and 
sickness in a cellar.” 

The visitors could not help quivering with pity. 
Ambrogio was the elder by some fifteen years; and 
now^ though scarcely sixty, he was already a ruin, 
consumed by fever, his legs so wasted that he spent 
his days on his palliasse without ever going out. 
Shorter and slighter, but more turbulent than his 
brother, he had been a carpenter by trade. And, 
despite his physical decay, he retained an extraordi- 
nary head — the head of an apostle and martyr, at 
once noble and tragic in its expression, and encom- 
passed by bristling snowy hair and beard. 

^^The Pope,” he growled; “I’ve never spoken badly 
of the Pope. Yet it’s his fault if tyranny continues. 
He alone in ’49 could have given us the Eepublic, 
and then we shouldn’t have been as we are now.” 

Ambrogio had known Mazzini, whose vague religi- 
osity remained in him — the dream of a Eepublican 
pope at last establishing the reign of liberty and 
fraternity. But later on his passion for Garibaldi 
had disturbed these views, and led him to regard the 
papacy as worthless, incapable of achieving human 
freedom. And so, between the dream of his youth 
and the stern experience of his life, he now hardly 
knew in which direction the truth lay. Moreover, 
he had never acted save under the impulse of violent 
emotion, but contented himself with fine words — 
vague, indeterminate wishes. 

“Brother Ambrogio,” replied Tomaso, all tran- 
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quillity, “the Pope is the Pope, and wisdom lies in 
putting oneself on his side, because he will always be 
the Pope — that is to say, the stronger. For my part, 
if we had to vote to-morrow I^d vote for him.” 

Calmed by the shrewd prudence characteristic of 
his race, the old carpenter made no haste to reply. 
At last he said, “Well, as for me, brother Tomaso, I 
should vote against him — always against him. And 
you know very well that we should have the majority. 
The Pope king indeed! That^s all over. The very 
Borgo would revolt. Still, I won’t say that we 
oughtn’t to come to an understanding with him, so 
that everybody’s religion may be respected.” 

Pierre listened, deeply interested, and at last vent- 
ured to ask: “Are there many socialists among the 
Eoman working classes?” 

This time the answer came after a yet longer pause. 
“Socialists? Yes, there are some, no doubt, but 
much fewer than in other places. All those things 
are novelties which impatient fellows go in for with- 
out understanding much about them. We old men, 
we were for liberty; we don’t believe in fire and 
massacre.” 

Then, fearing to say too much in presence of that 
lady and those gentlemen, Ambrogio began to moan 
on his pallet, whilst the Contessina, somewhat upset 
by the smell of the place, took her departure, after 
telling the young priest that it would be best for 
them to leave their alms with the wife downstairs. 
Meantime Tomaso resumed his seat at the table, 
again letting his chin rest on his hands as he nodded 
to his visitors, no more impressed by their departure 
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than he had been by their arrival : “ To the pleasure 
of seeing you again, and am happy to have been able 
to oblige you.^’ 

On the threshold, however, ITarcisse’s enthusiasm 
burst forth; he turned to cast a final admiring glance 
at old Ambrogio’s head, ^^a perfect masterpiece,^^ 
which he continued praising whilst he descended the 
stairs. 

Down below Giacinta was still sitting on the 
broken box with her infant across her lap, and a few 
steps away Pierina stood in front of Dario, watching 
him with an enchanted air whilst he finished his 
cigarette. Tito, lying low in the grass like an animal 
on the watch for prey, did not for a moment cease to 
gaze at them. 

^^Ah, signora!’^ resumed the woman, in her re- 
signed, doleful voice, ^Hhe place is hardly inhabi- 
table, as you must have seen. The only good thing is 
that one gets plenty of room. But there are draughts 
enough to kill me, and I’m always so afraid of the 
children falling down some of the holes.” 

Thereupon she related a story of a woman who had 
lost her life through mistaking a window for a door 
one evening and falling headlong into the street. 
Then, too, a little girl had broken both arms by 
tumbling from a staircase which had no banisters. 
And you could die there without anybody knowing 
how bad you were and coming to help you. Only the 
previous day the corpse of an old man had been found 
lying on the plaster in a lonely room. Starvation 
must have killed him quite a week previously, yet he 
would still have been stretched there if the odour of 
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his remains had not attracted the attention of neigh- 
bours. 

one only had something to eat things wouldn^t 
be so bad! '' continued Giacinta. ''But it's dreadful 
when there's a baby to suckle and one gets no food^ 
for after a while one has no milk. This little fellow 
wants his titty and gets angry with me because I can't 
give him any. But it isn't my fault. He has sucked 
me till the blood came^ and all I can do is to cry." 

As she spoke tears welled into her poor dim eyes. 
But all at once she flew into a tantrum with Tito, 
who was still wallowing in the grass like an animal 
instead of rising by way of civility towards those fine 
people, who would surely leave her some alms. ^‘Eh! 
Tito, you lazy fellow, can't you get up when people 
come to see you?" she called. 

After some pretence of not hearing, the young fel- 
low at last rose with an air of great ill-humour ; and 
Pierre, feeling interested in him, tried to draw him 
out as he had done with the father and uncle upstairs. 
But Tito only returned curt answers, as if both bored 
and suspicious. Since there was no work to be had, 
said he, the only thing was to sleep. It was of no 
use to get angry; that wouldn't alter matters. So 
the best was to live as one could without increasing 
one's worry. As for socialists — well, yes, perhaps 
there were a few, but he didn't know any. And his 
weary, indifferent manner made it quite clear that, if 
his father was for the Pope and his uncle for the Ee- 
public, he himself was for nothing at all. In this 
Pierre divined the end of a nation, or rather the slum- 
ber of a nation in which democracy has not yet awak- 
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ened. However, as tlie priest continued, asking Tito 
his age, what school he had attended, and in what dis- 
trict he had been born, the young man suddenly cut the 
questions short by pointing with one finger to his 
breast and saying gravely, lo son’ Romano di Roma,” 

And, indeed, did not that answer everything ? I 
am a Eoman of Eome.” Pierre smiled sadly and 
spoke no further. ISTever had he more fully realised 
the pride of that race, the long-descending inheritance 
of glory which was so heavy to bear. The sovereign 
vanity of the Caesars lived anew in that degenerate 
young fellow who was scarcely able to read and write. 
Starveling though he was, he knew his city, and could 
instinctively have recounted the grand pages of its 
history. The names of the great emperors and great 
popes were familiar to him. And why should men 
toil and moil when they had been the masters of the 
world? Why not live nobly and idly in the most 
beautiful of cities, under the most beautiful of skies ? 

To son’ Romano di Roma!” 

Benedetta had slipped her alms into the mother’s 
hand, and Pierre and Harcisse were following her 
example when Dario, who had already done so, thought 
of Pierina. He did not like to offer her money, but a 
pretty, fanciful idea occurred to him. Lightly touch- 
ing his lips with his finger-tips,, he said, with a faint 
laugh, ^^Por beauty 1’’ 

There was something really pretty and pleasing in 
the kiss thus wafted with a slightly mocking laugh 
by that familiar, good-natured young Prince who, as 
in some love story of the olden time, was touched by 
the beautiful bead-worker’s mute adoration.. Pierina 



414 


bom:e 


fluslied witli pleasure, and, losing lier head, darted 
upon Dario’s hand and pressed her warm lips to it 
with unthinking impulsiveness, in which there was as 
much divine gratitude as tender passion. But Tito’s 
eyes flashed with anger at the sight, and, brutally seiz- 
ing his sister by the skirt, he threw her back, growling 
between his teeth, ^^ISTone of that, you know, or I’ll 
kill you, and him too ! ” 

It was high time for the visitors to depart, for 
other women, scenting the presence of money, were 
now coming forward with outstretched hands, or de- 
spatching tearful children in their stead. The whole 
wretched, abandoned district was in a flutter, a dis- 
tressful wail ascended from those lifeless streets with 
high resounding names. But what was to be done ? 
One could not give to all. So the only course lay in 
flight — amidst deep sadness as one realised how pow- 
erless was charity in presence of such appalling want. 

When Benedetta and Dario had reached their car- 
riage they hastened to take their seats and nestle side 
by side, glad tO' escape from all such horrors. Still 
the Contessina was well pleased with her bravery in 
the presence of Pierre, whose hand she pressed witn 
the emotion of a pupil touched by the master’s lesson, 
after ISTarcisse had told her that he meant to take the 
young priest to lunch at the little restaurant on the 
Piazza of St. Peter’s whence one obtained such an in- 
teresting view of the Vatican. 

^^Try some of the light white wine of Genzano,” 
said Dario, who had become quite gay again. There’s 
nothing better to drive away the blues.” 

However, Pierre’s curiosity was insatiable, and on 
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the way he again questioned Jl^arcisse about the people 
of modern Eome, their life, habits, and manners. 
There was little or no education, he learnt ; no large 
manufactures and no export trade existed. The men 
carried on the few trades that were current, all con- 
sumption being virtually limited to the city itself. 
Among the women there were bead-workers and em- 
broiderers ; and the manufacture of religious articles, 
such as medals and chaplets, and of certain popular 
jewellery had always occupied a fair niunber of hands. 
But after marriage the women, invariably burdened 
with numerous offspring, attempted little beyond 
household work. Briefly, the population took life as 
it came, working just sufficiently to secure food, con- 
tenting itself with vegetables, pastes, and scraggy 
mutton, without thought of rebellion or ambition. 
The only vices were gambling and a partiality for the 
red and white wines of the Eoman province — wines 
which excited to quarrel and murder, and on the even- 
ings of feast days, when the taverns emptied, strewed 
the streets with groaning men, slashed and stabbed 
with knives. The girls, however, but seldom went 
wrong ; one could count those who allowed themselves 
to be seduced; and this arose from the great union 
prevailing in each family, every member of which 
bowed submissively to the father’s absolute authority. 
Moreover, the brothers watched over their sisters even 
as Tito did over Pierina, guarding them fiercely for 
the sake of the family honour. And amidst all this 
there was no real religion, but simply a childish idola- 
try, all hearts going forth to Madonna and the Saints, 
who alone were entreated and regarded as having 
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being : for it never occurred to anybody to tKink of 
Grod. 

Thus the stagnation of tlie lower orders could easily 
be understood. BeMnd tlieni were the many centuries 
during which idleness had been encouraged, vanity 
flattered, and nerveless life willingly accepted. When 
they were neither masons, nor carpenters, nor bakers, 
they were servants serving the priests, and more or 
less directly in the pay of the Vatican. Thence sprang 
the two antagonistic parties, on the one hand the more 
numerous party composed of the old Carbonari, Maz- 
zinians, and Garibaldians, the &,ite of the Trastevere ; 
and on the other the clients of the Vatican, all who 
lived on or by the Church and regretted the Pope- 
King. But, after all, the antagonism was confined to 
opinions; there was no thought of making an effort 
or incurring a risk. For that, some sudden flare of 
passion, strong enough to overcome the sturdy calm- 
ness of the race, would have been needed. But what 
would have been the use of it? The wretchedness 
had lasted for so many centuries^ the sky was so blue, 
the siesta preferable to aught else during the hot 
hours! And only one thing seemed positive — that 
the majority was certainly in favour of Eome re- 
maining the capital of Italy. Indeed, rebellion had 
almost broken out in the Leonine City when the ces- 
sion of the latter to the Holy See was rumoured. As 
for the increase of want and poverty, this was largely 
due to the circumstance that the Boman workman had 
really gained nothing by the many works carried on 
in his city during fifteen years. First of all, over 
40,000 provincials, mostly from the North, more 
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spirited and resistant than himself, and working at 
cheaper rates, had invaded Eome ; and when he, the 
Eoman, had secured his share of the labour, he had 
lived in better style, without thought of economy; so 
that after the crisis, when the 40,000 men from the 
provinces were sent home again, he had found him- 
self once more in a dead city where trade was 
always slack. And thus he had relapsed into his 
antique indolence, at heart well pleased at no longer 
being hustled by press of work, and again accom- 
modating himself as best he could to his old mistress, 
Want, empty in pocket yet always a grand seigneur. 

However, Pierre was struck by the great difference 
between the want and wretchedness of Eome and 
Paris. In Eome the destitution was certainly more 
complete, the food more loathsome, the dirt more re- 
pulsive. Yet at the same time the Eoman poor retained 
more ease of manner and more real gaiety. The young 
priest thought of the fireless, breadless poor of Paris, 
shivering in their hovels at winter time ; and suddenly 
he understood. The destitution of Eome did not know 
cold. What a sweet and eternal consolation; a sun 
for ever bright, a sky for ever blue and benign out of 
charity to the wretched! And what mattered the 
vileness of the dwelling if one could sleep under the 
sky, fanned by the warm breeze! What mattered 
even hunger if the family could await the windfall of 
chance in sunlit streets or on the scorched grass! 
The climate induced sobriety; there was no need of 
alcohol or red meat to enable one to face treacherous 
fogs. Blissful idleness smiled on the golden evenings, 
|)overty became like the enjoyment of liberty in that 
VOL. I. — 27 
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delightful atmosphere where the happiness of living 
seemed to he all sufficient. hTarcisse told Pierre that at 
I^TapleSj in the narrow odoriferous streets of the port and 
Santa Lucia districts, the people spent virtually their 
whole lives out-of-doors, gay, childish, and ignorant, 
seeking nothing beyond the few pence that were needed 
to buy food. And it was certainly the climate which 
fostered the prolonged infancy of the nation, which ex- 
plained why such a democracy did not awaken to social 
ambition and consciousness of itself. ISfo doubt the poor 
of Naples and Eome sufeered from want; but they 
did not know the rancour which cruel winter implants 
in men’s hearts, the dark rancour which one feels on 
shivering with cold while rich people are warming 
themselves before blazing fires. They did not know 
the infuriated reveries in snow-swept hovels, when the 
guttering dip burns low, the passionate need which 
then comes upon one to wreak justice, to revolt, as 
from a sense of duty, in order that one may save wife 
and children from consumption, in order that they 
also may have a warm nest where life shall be a pos- 
sibility! Ah! the want that shivers with the bitter 
cold — therein lies the excess of social injustice, the 
most terrible of schools, where the poor learn to 
realise their sufferings, where they are roused to in- 
dignation, and swear to make those sufferings cease, 
even if in doing so they annihilate all olden society ! 

And in that same clemency of the southern heavens 
Pierre also found an explanation of the life of St. 
Francis/ that divine mendicant of love who roamed 

1 St. Francis of Assisi, the founder of the famous order of men- 
dicant friars. — Trans. 
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tlie high roads extolling the charms of poverty. Doubt- 
less he was an unconscious revolutionary, protesting 
against the overflowing luxury of the Eoman court by 
his return to the love of the humble, the simplicity of 
the primitive Church. But such a revival of inno- 
cence and sobriety would never have been possible in 
a northern land. The enchantment of hTature, the 
frugality of a people whom the sunlight nourished, 
the benignity of mendicancy on roads for ever warm, 
were needed to effect it. And yet how was it possible 
that a St. Brancis, glowing with brotherly love, could 
have appeared in a land which nowadays so seldom 
practises charity, which treats the lowly so harshly 
and contemptuously, and cannot even bestow alms on 
its own Pope? Is it because ancient pride ends by 
hardening all hearts, or because the experience of very 
old races leads finally to egotism, that one now beholds 
Italy seemingly benumbed amidst dogmatic and pom- 
pous Catholicism, whilst the return to the ideals 
of the Gospel, the passionate interest in the poor and 
the suffering comes from the woful plains of the 
INTorth, from the nations whose sunlight is so lim- 
ited? Yes, doubtless all that has much to do with the 
change, and the success of St. Prancis was in particular 
due to the circumstance that, after so gaily espousing 
his lady, Poverty, he was able to lead her, bare-footed 
and scarcely clad, during endless and delightful spring- 
tides, among communities whom an ardent need of 
love and compassion them, consumed. 

While conversing, Pierre and ISTarcisse had reached 
the Piazza of St. Peter^s, and they sat down at one of 
the little tables skirting the pavement outside the res- 
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taurant where they had lunched once before. The 
linen was none too clean, but the view was splendid. 
The Basilica rose up in front of them, and the Vatican 
on the right, above the majestic curve of the colonnade. 
Just as the waiter was bringing the hors-d^ oeuvre, some 
finocchio'^ and anchovies, the young priest, who had 
fixed his eyes on the Vatican, raised an exclamation 
to attract Narcisse’s attention: ^^Look, my friend, at 
that window, which I am told is the Holy Bather^s. 
Can^t you distinguish a pale figure standing there, 
quite motionless ? 

The young man began to laugh. Oh ! well, ” said 
he, “ it must be the Holy Bather in person. You are 
so anxious to see him that your very anxiety conjures 
him into your presence.” 

‘^But I assure you,” repeated Pierre, “that he is 
over there behind the window-pane. There is a white 
figure looking this way.” 

Harcisse, who was very hungry, began to eat whilst 
still indulging in banter. All at once, however, he 
exclaimed: “Well, my dear Abbe, as the Pope is look- 
ing at us, this is the moment to speak of him. I 
promised to tell you how he sunk several millions of 
St. Peter^s Patrimony in the frightful financial crisis 
of which you have just seen the ruins ; and, indeed, 
your visit to the new district of the castle fields would 
not be complete without this story by way of appendix. ” 

Thereupon, without losing a mouthful, Harcisse 
spoke at considerable length. At the death of Pius 
IX the Patrimony of St. Peter, it seemed, had ex- 

1 Fennel-root, eaten raw, a favourite “appetiser” in Eome dur- 
ing the spring and autumn. — Tram. 
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ceeded twenty millions of francs. Cardinal Antonelli, 
who speculated, and whose ventures were usually suc- 
cessful, had for a long time left a part of this money 
with the EiOthschilds and a part in the hands of dif- 
ferent nuncios, who turned it to profit abroad. After 
Antonelli^s death, however, his successor, Cardinal 
Simeoni, withdrew the money from the nuncios to 
invest it at Eome; and Leo XIII on his accession en- 
trusted the administration of the Patrimony to a com- 
mission of cardinals, of which Monsignor Polchi was 
appointed secretary. This prelate, who for twelve years 
played such an important rdle, was the son of an em- 
ployee of the Dataria, who, thanks to skilful financial 
operations, had left a fortune of a million francs. 
Monsignor Polchi inherited his father’s cleverness, 
and revealed himself to be a financier of the first rank 
in such wise that the commission gradually relin- 
quished its powers to him, letting him act exactly as 
he pleased and contenting itself with approving the 
reports which he laid before it at each meeting. 
The Patrimony, however, yielded scarcely more than 
a million francs per annum, and, as the expenditure 
amounted to seven millions, six had to be found. 
Accordingly, from that other source of income, the 
Peter’s Pence, the Pope annually gave three million 
francs to Monsignor Polchi, who, by skilful specula- 
tions and investments, was able to double them every 
year, and thus provide for all disbursements without 
ever breaking into the capital of the Patrimony. In 
the earlier times he realised considerable profit by 
gambling in land in and about Kome. He took 
shares also in many new enterprises, speculated in 
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millSj omnibuses, and water-services, witboiit men- 
tioning all the gambling in which he participated 
with the Banca di Eoma, a Catholic institution. 
Wonderstruck by his skill, the Pope, who, on his own 
side, had hitherto speculated through the medium of 
a confidential employee named Sterbini, dismissed the 
latter, and entrusted Monsignor Polchi with the duty 
of turning his money to profit in the same way as he 
turned that of the Holy See. This was the climax of 
the prelate^ s favour, the apogee of his power. Bad 
days were dawning, things were tottering already, 
and the great collapse was soon to come, sudden and 
swift like lightning. One of Leo XIII^s practices 
was to lend large sums to the Eoman princes who, 
seized with the gambling frenzy, and mixed up in 
land and building speculations, were at a loss for 
money. To guarantee the Pope^s advances they 
deposited shares with him, and thus, when the down- 
fall came, he was left with heaps of worthless paper 
on his hands. Then another disastrous affair was an 
attempt to found a house of credit in Paris in view of 
working off the shares which could not be disposed of 
in Italy among the French aristocracy and religious 
people. To egg these on it was said that the Pope 
was interested in the venture; and the worst was that 
he dropped three millions of francs in it.^ The situa- 
tion then became the more critical as he had gradu- 

1 The allusion is evidently to the famous IJnion G^nerale, on 
which the Pope bestowed his apostolic benediction, and with 
which M. Zola deals at length in Ms novel Money. Certainly 
a very brilliant idea was embodied in the Union Generale, that 
of establishing a great international Catholic bank which would 
destroy the Jevrish financial autocracy throughout Europe, and 



BOME 


423 


ally risked all the money ke disposed of in the terrible 
agiotage going on in Eome, tempted thereto by the 
prospect of huge profits and perhaps indulging in the 
hope that he might win back by money the city which 
had been torn from him by force. His own responsi- 
bility remained complete, for Monsignor Folchi never 
made an important venture without consulting him; 
and he must have been therefore the real artisan of 
the disaster, mastered by his passion for gain, his 
desire to endow the Church with a huge capital, that 
great source of power in modern times. As always 
happens, however, the prelate was the only victim. 
He had become imperious and difficult to deal with ; 
and was no longer liked by the cardinals of the com- 
mission, who were merely called together to approve 
such transactions as he chose to entrust to them. So, 
when the crisis came, a plot was laid; the cardinals 
terrified the Pope by telling him of all the evil rumours 
which were current, and then forced Monsignor Polchi 
to render a full account of his speculations. The sit- 
uation proved to be very bad; it was no longer possible 
to avoid heavy losses. And so Monsignor Polchi was 
disgraced, and since then has vainly solicited an 
audience of Leo XIII, who has always refused to 
receive him, as if determined to punish him for their 
common fault — that passion for lucre which blinded 
them both. Very pious and submissive, however, 

provide both the papacy and the Legitimist cause in several 
countries with the sinews of war. But in the battle which ensued 
the great Jew financial houses proved the stronger, and the dis- 
aster which overtook the Catholic speculators was a terrible one. 
— Trans. 
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Monsignor Polchi has never complained, but has kept 
his secrets and bowed to fate. ITobody can say exactly 
how many millions the Patrimony of St. Peter lost 
when Rome was changed into a gambling-hell, but if 
some prelates only admit ten, others go as far as 
thirty. The probability is that the loss was about 
fifteen millions.^ 

Whilst Narcisse was giving this account he and 
Pierre had despatched their cutlets and tomatoes, 
and the waiter was now serving them some fried 
chicken. “At the present time,” said Narcisse by 
way of conclusion, “the gap has been filled up; I told 
you of the large sums yielded by the Peter’s Pence 
Pund, the amount of which is only known by the Pope, 
who alone fixes its employment. And, by the way, he 
isn’t cured of speculating: I know from a good source 
that he still gambles, though with more prudence. 
Moreover, his confidential assistant is still a prelate. 
And, when all is said, my dear Abbd, he’s in the 
right: a man must belong to his times — dash it all! ” 

Pierre had listened with growing surprise, in which 
terror and sadness mingled. Doubtless such things 
were natural, even legitimate ; yet he, in his dream of 
a pastor of souls free from all terrestrial cares, had 
never imagined that they existed. What! the Pope 
—the spiritual father of the lowly and the suffering 
— had speculated in land and in stocks and shares ! 
He had gambled, placed funds in the hands of Jew 
bankers, practised usury, extracted hard interest from 
money — he, the successor of the Apostle, the Pontiff 
of Christ, the representative of Jesns, of the Gospel, 

1 That is 600,000 1 . 
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that divine friend of the poor ! And, besides, what a 
painful contrast: so many millions stored away in 
those rooms of the Vatican, and so many millions 
working and fructifying, constantly being diverted 
from one speculation to another in order that they 
might yield the more gain; and then down below, 
near at hand, so much want and misery in those 
abominable unfinished buildings of the new districts, 
so many poor folks dying of hunger amidst filth, 
mothers without milk for their babes, men reduced 
to idleness by lack of work, old ones at the last gasp 
like beasts of burden who are pole-axed when they are 
of no more use I Ah! God of Charity, God of Love, 
was it possible 1 The Church doubtless had material 
wants; she could not live without money; prudence 
and policy had dictated the thought of gaining for her 
such a- treasure as would enable her to fight her adver- 
saries victoriously. But how grievously this wounded 
one^s feelings, how it soiled the Church, how she de- 
scended from her divine throne to become nothing but 
a party, a vast international association organised for 
the purpose of conquering and possessing the world I 
And the more Pierre thought of the extraordinary 
adventure the greater was his astonishment. Could 
a more unexpected, startling drama be imagined? That 
Pope shutting himself up in his palace — a prison, no 
doubt, but one whose hundred windows overlooked 
immensity; that Pope who, at all hours of the day 
and night, in every season, could from his window 
see his capital, the city which had been stolen from 
him, and the restitution of which he never ceased to 
demand; that Pope who, day by day, beheld the 
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clianges effected in the city — the opening of new 
streets^ the demolition of ancient districts^ the sale 
of land, and the gradual erection of new buildings 
which ended by forming a white girdle around the old 
ruddy roofs; that Pope who, in presence of this daily 
spectacle, this building frenzy, which he could fol- 
low from morn till eye, was himself finally overcome 
by the gambling passion, and, secluded in his closed 
chamber, began to speculate on the embellishments 
of his old capital, seeking wealth in the spurt of work 
and trade brought about by that very Italian Govern- 
ment which he reproached with spoliation; and finally 
that Pope losing millions in a catastrophe which he 
ought to have desired, but had been unable to foresee! 
Ho, never had dethroned monarch yielded to a stranger 
idea, compromised himself in a more tragical venture, 
the result of which fell upon him like divine punish- 
ment. And it was no mere king who had done this, 
but the delegate of God, the man who, in the eyes of 
idolatrous Christendom, was the living manifestation 
of the Deity! 

Dessert had now been served — a goat^s cheese and 
some fruit — ^and Harcisse was just finishing some 
grapes when, on raising his eyes, he in turn ex- 
claimed: ^^Well, you are quite right, my dear Abb4, 
I myself can see a pale figure at the window of 
the Holy Father’s room.” 

Pierre, who scarcely took his eyes from the window, 
answered slowly: ^^Yes, yes, it went away, but has just 
come back, and stands there white and motionless.” 

“Well, after all, what would you have the Pope 
do?” resumed Karcisse with his languid air. “He’s 
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like everybody else ; be looks out of tbe window when 
be wants a little distraction, and certainly tbere’s 
plenty for bim to look at.^^ 

Tbe same idea bad occurred to Pierre, and was filling 
bim with emotion. People talked of tbe Vatican be- 
ing closed, and pictured a dark, gloomy palace, encom- 
passed by bigb walls, whereas this palace overlooked 
all Eome, and tbe Pope from bis window could see tbe 
world. Pierre bimself bad viewed tbe panorama from 
tbe summit of tbe J aniculum, tbe loggie of Eaffaelle, 
and tbe dome of St. Peter^s, and so be well knew 
wbat it was that Leo XIII was able to bebold. 
In tbe centre of tbe vast desert of tbe Campagna, 
bounded by tbe Sabine and Alban mountains, tbe 
seven illustrious bills appeared to bim with tbeir 
trees and edifices. His eyes ranged also over all 
the basilicas, Santa Maria Maggiore, San Giovanni 
in Laterano, tbe cradle of tbe papacy, San Paolo- 
fuori-le-Mura, Santa Croce in Gerusalemme, SanP 
Agnese, and tbe others ; they beheld, too, tbe domes 
of the Gesu of Sanfc^ Andrea della Valle, San Carlo 
and San Giovanni dei Piorentini, and indeed all those 
four hundred cburcbes of Eome which make tbe 
city like a camjpo santo studded with crosses. And 
Leo XIII could moreover see tbe famous monuments 
testifying to tbe pride of successive centuries — tbe 
Castle of Sant’ Angelo, that imperial mausoleum 
which was transformed into a papal fortress, tbe 
distant white line of tbe tombs of tbe Appian Way, 
tbe scattered ruins of tbe baths of Caracalla and tbe 
abode of Septimius Severus; and then, -after tbe in- 
numerable columns, porticoes, and triumphal arches. 
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there were the palaces and villas of the sumptuous 
cardinals of the Eenaseence, the Palazzo Parnese, the 
Palazzo Borgliese, the Villa Medici^ and others, amidst 
a swarming of facades and roofs. But, in particular, 
Just under his window, on the left, the Pope was able 
to see the abominations of the unfinished district of 
the castle fields. In the afternoon, when he strolled 
through his gardens, bastioned by the wall of the 
fourth Leo like the plateau of a citadel, his view 
stretched over the ravaged valley at the foot of Monte 
Mario, where so many brickworks were established 
during the building frenzy. The green slopes are 
still ripped up, yellow trenches intersect them in all 
directions, and the closed works and factories have 
become wretched ruins with lofty, black, and smoke- 
less chimneys. And at any other hour of the day 
Leo XIII could not approach his window without 
beholding the abandoned houses for which all those 
brickfields had worked, those houses which had died 
before they even lived, and where there was now 
nought but the swarming misery of Eome, rotting 
there like some decomposition of olden society. 

However, Pierre more particularly thought of Leo 
XIII, forgetting the rest of the city to let his thoughts 
dwell on the Palatine, now bereft of its crown of pal- 
aces and rearing only its black cypresses towards the 
blue heavens. Doubtless in his mind he rebuilt the 
palaces of the Caesars, whilst before him rose great 
shadowy forms arrayed in purple, visions of his real 
ancestors, those emperors and Supreme Pontiffs who 
alone could. tell him how one might reign over every 
nation and be the absolute master of the world. 
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Then, however, his glances strayed to the Qnirinal, 
and there he coaid contemplate the new and neigh- 
bouring royalty. How strange the meeting of those 
two palaces, the Qnirinal and the Yatican, which rise 
up and gaze at one another across the Eome of the 
middle ages and the Eenascence, whose roofs, baked 
and gilded by the burning sun, are jumbled in confu- 
sion alongside the Tiber. When the Pope and the 
King go to their windows they can with a mere opera- 
glass see each other quite distinctly. True, they are 
but specks in the boundless immensity, and what a 
gulf there is between them — how many centuries of 
history, how many generations that battled and suf- 
fered, how much departed greatness, and how much 
new seed for the mysterious future! Still, they can 
see one another, and they are yet waging the eternal 
fight, the fight as to which of them — the pontiff and 
shepherd of the soul or the monarch and master of the 
body — shall possess the people whose stream rolls be- 
neath them, and in the result remain the absolute 
sovereign. And Pierre wondered also what might be 
the thoughts and dreams of Leo XIII behind those 
window-panes where he still fancied he could distin- 
guish his pale, ghostly figure. On surveying new 
Eome, the ravaged olden districts and the new ones 
laid waste by the blast of disaster, the Pope must 
certainly rejoice at the colossal failure of the Italian 
Government. His city had been stolen from him; 
the newcomers had virtually declared that they would 
show him how a great capital was created, and their 
boast had ended in that catastrophe — a multitude of 
hideous and useless buildings which they did not even 
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kno'w how to finish! He, the Pope, could moreoTer 
only be delighted with the terrible worries into which 
the usurping rigims had fallen, the political crisis, and 
the financial crisis, the whole growing national unrest 
amidst which that regime seemed likely to sink some 
day; and yet did not he himself possess a patriotic 
soul? was he not a loving son of that Italy whose genius 
and ancient ambition coursed in the blood of his veins? 
Ah! no, nothing against Italy; rather everything that 
would enable her to become once more the mistress of 
the world. And so, even amidst the joy of hope, he 
must have been grieved to see her thus ruined, threat- 
ened with bankruptcy, displaying like a sore that over- 
turned, unfinished Eome which was a confession of her 
impotency. But, on the other hand, if the House of 
Savoy were to be swept away, would he not be there 
to take its place, and at last resume possession of his 
capital, which, from his window, for fifteen years 
past, he had beheld in the grip of masons and demol- 
ishers? And then he would again be the master and 
reign over the world, enthroned in the predestined 
city to which prophecy has ensured eternity and uni- 
versal dominion. 

But the horizon spread out, and Pierre wondered 
what Leo XIII beheld beyond Eome, beyond the 
Campagna and the Sabine and Alban mountains. 
What had he seen for eighteen years past from that 
window whence he obtained his only view of the 
world? What echoes of modern society, its truths 
and certainties, had reached his ears ? From the 
heights of the Viminal, where the railway terminus 
stands, the prolonged whistling of engines must have 
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occasionally been carried towards him, suggesting our 
scientific civilisation, the nations brought nearer to- 
gether, free humanity marching on towards the future. 
Did he himself ever dream of liberty when, on turning 
to the right, he pictured the sea over yonder, past the 
tombs of the Appian Way ? Had he ever desired to 
go off, quit Eome and her traditions, and found the 
Papacy of the new democracies elsewhere’? As he was 
said to possess so clear and penetrating a mind he ought 
to have understood and trembled at the far-away stir 
and noise that came from certain lands of battle, from 
those United States of America, for instance, where 
revolutionary bishops were conquering, winning over 
the people. Were they working for him or for them- 
selves ? If he could not follow them, if he remained 
stubborn within his Vatican, bound on every side by 
dogma and tradition, might not rupture some day be- 
come unavoidable ? And, indeed, the fear of a blast 
of schism, coming from afar, must have filled him with 
growing anguish. It was assuredly on that account 
that he had practised the diplomacy of conciliation, 
seeking to unite in his hands all the scattered forces 
of the Church, overlooking the audacious proceedings 
of certain bishops as far as possible, and himself striv- 
ing to gain the support of the people by putting him- 
self on its side against the fallen monarchies. But 
would he ever go any farther ? Shut up in that Vati- 
can, behind that bronze portal, was he not bound to 
the strict formulas of Catholicism, chained to them by 
the force of centuries ? There obstinacy was fated ; it 
was impossible for him to resign himself to that which 
was his real and surpassing power, the purely spiritual 
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power, the moral anthority which brought mankind to 
his feet, made thousands of pilgrims kneel and women 
swoon. Departure from Rome and the renunciation 
of the temporal power would not displace the centre 
of the Catholic world, but would transform him, the 
head of the Catholic Church, into the head of some- 
thing else. And how anxious must have been his 
thoughts if the evening breeze ever brought him a 
vague presentiment of that something else, a fear of 
the new religion which was yet dimly, confusedly 
dawning amidst the tramp of the nations on the march, 
and the sound of which must have reached him at one 
and the same time from every point of the compass. 

At this precise moment, however, Pierre felt that 
the white and motionless shadow behind those window- 
panes was held erect by pride, by the ever present con- 
viction of victory. If man could not achieve it, a mir- 
acle would intervene. He, the Pope, was absolutely 
convinced that he or some successor would recover 
possession of Rome. Had not the Church all eternity 
before it ? And, moreover, why should not the victor 
be himself ? Could not God accomplish the impossi- 
ble ? Why, if it so pleased God, on the very morrow 
his city would be restored to him, in spite of all the 
objections of human reason, all the apparent logic of 
facts. Ah ! how he would welcome the return of that 
prodigal daughter whose equivocal adventures he had 
ever watched with tears bedewing his paternal eyes ! 
He would soon forget the excesses which he had beheld 
during eighteen years at all hours and in all seasons. 
Perhaps he dreamt of what he would do with those 
new districts with which the city had been soiled. 
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Slioald they be razed, or left as evidence of the insan- 
ity of the usurpers ? At all events, Rome would again 
become tbe august and lifeless city, disdainful of such 
vain matters as material cleanliness and comfort, and 
shining forth upon the world like a pure soul en- 
compassed by the traditional glory of the centuries. 
And his dream continued, picturing the course which 
events would take on the very morrow, no doubt. 
Anything, even a republic was preferable to that House 
of Savoy. Why not a federal republic, reviving the 
old political divisions of Italy, restoring Rome to the 
Church, and choosing him, the Pope, as the natural 
protector of the country thus reorganised? But his 
eyes travelled beyond Rome and Italy, and his dream 
expanded, embracing republican France, Spain which 
might become republican again, Austria which would 
some day be won, and indeed all the Catholic nations 
welded into the United States of Europe, and frater- 
nising in peace under his high presidency as Sovereign 
Pontiff. And then would follow the supreme triumph, 
all the other churches at last vanishing, and all the dis- 
sident communities coming to him as to the one and 
only pastor, who would reign in the name of Jesus 
over the universal democracy. 

However, whilst Pierre was immersed in this dream 
which he attributed to Leo XIII, he was all at once 
interrupted by Narcisse, who exclaimed: ^^Oh! my 
dear Abb4, just look at those statues on the colon- 
nade.’^ The young fellow had ordered a cup of coffee 
and was languidly smoking a cigar, deep once more in 
the subtle aesthetics which were his only preoccupation. 

They are rosy, are they not ? ” he continued ; rosy, 
VOL. I. — 28 
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mth. a toucli of mauve, as if tlie blue blood of angels 
circulated in their stone veins. It is the sun of Eome 
which gives them that supra^terrestrial life ; for they 
live, my friend ; I have seen them smile and hold out 
their arms to me during certain fine sunsets. Ah! 
Eome, marvellous, delicious Eome! One could live 
here as poor as Job, content with the very atmosphere, 
and in everlasting delight at breathing it ! '' 

This time Pierre could not help feeling surprised at 
ISTarcisse^s language, for he remembered his incisive 
voice and clear, precise, financial acumen when speak- 
ing of money matters. And, at this recollection, the 
young priest’s mind reverted to the castle fields, and 
intense sadness filled his heart as for the last time 
all the want and suffering rose before him. Again he 
beheld the horrible filth which was tainting so many 
human beings, that shocking proof of the abominable 
social injustice which condemns the greater number 
to lead the joyless, breadless lives of accursed beasts. 
And as his glance returned yet once more to the win- 
dow of the Vatican, and he fancied he could see a 
pale hand uplifted behind the glass panes, he thought 
of that papal benediction which Leo XIII gave from 
that height, over Eome, and over the plain and the 
hills, to the faithful of all Christendom. And that 
papal benediction suddenly seemed to him a mockery, 
destitute of all power, since throughout such a multi- 
tude of centuries it had not once been able to stay a 
single one of the sufferings of mankind, and could not 
even bring a little justice for those poor wretches who 
were agonising yonder beneath the very window. 
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